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can’t  escape;  the  door  is  fastened!”  gasped  Harry.  A  crash  behind  Old  King  Brad 
him  to  turn,  still  clutching  his  lantern  and  the  treasure-box.  Two  doors  in  the 
wall  had  opened  and  a  band  of  ghostly  figures  glided  into  tho  vault. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  SHADOW. 

“There  he  is  again!” 

“Where?” 

“Right  behind  ns!” 

“Yon  refer  to  our  mysterious  shadow,  I  presume?” 

“Sure.  Can’t  we  even  go  out  for  an  evening  stroll  with¬ 
out  having  him  at  our  heels?”. f 
it  would  seem J^-r /y\^v{  f 

As  he  made  this  reply  to  the  question  put  by  his  part¬ 
ner,  Old  King  Brady,  the  world-famous  detective,  turned 
and  gave  one  quick  glance  at  the  crowd  which  trailed 
behind  them  along  the  asphalt  bordering  the  Coney  Island 
beach. 

The  old  detective  had  no  difficulty  in  spotting  the  man 
referred  to  by  Young  King  Brady. 

Both  the  detectives  had  seen  him  before,  and  within 
the  past  two  weeks  Old  King  Brady  had  seen  him  many 
times. 

He  was  a  small  man,  dressed  in  shabby  black,  with  a 
long  Prince  Albert  coat  buttoned  tight,  without  collar  or 
tie  about  the  neck;  this  method  of  buttoning  suggested 
that  he  wore  no  shirt. 

His  hair  was  long  and  gray,  and  hung  down  almost  to 
his  shoulders. 

His  eyes  were  of  the  watery,  faded  blue  description,  and 
his  nose  extraordinarily  large. 

His  height  could  not  have  been  over  five  feet  six;  he 
wore  shoes  which  might  have  been  rescued  from  some  ash 
barrel;  his  hat  belonged  to  the  same  class — once  black,  it 
was  now  green;  once  cocked  up  on  the  sides  and  pressed  in 
at  the  crown,  a  la  Alpine,  the  crown  was  now  cocked  up 
and  the  sides  hung  limp  and  flapping  about  a  pair  of 
enormous  ear3. 

It  need  not  be  imagined  that  Old  King  Brady  made  a 
study  of  all  these  details  in  that  one  hasty  glance. 

He  had  studied  this  singular  individual  before. 

“Yes,  Harry,”  he  said.  “He  is  my  mysterious  shad¬ 
ow.” 

“And  that  being  the  case,”  replied  Young  King  Brady 
hotly,  “it  is  about  time  that  the  mystery  was  explain¬ 
ed.” 

Old  King  Brady  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Oh,  it  will  explain  itself  in  due  time,”  he  carelessly  re- 
p'ied.  “For  my  part,  I  rather  enjoy  it.” 

“J  don’t  then.  We  have  downed  too  many  crooks  not  to 


make  a  fellow  feel  afraid  that  one  of  these  may  take  a 
notion  to  down  us.” 

“My  dear  boy,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “no  crook  on 
earth,  at  least  no  American  crook,  would  ever  start  in  on 
his  work  of  vengeance  by  tracking  me  about  in  that  absurd 
costume.  No;  the  man  is  a  crank,  pure  and  simple.  Any¬ 
body  can  see  that.” 

“Even  so,  cranks  are  often  dangerous.  Next  thing  we 
know  he  will  be  throwing  a  d3’namite  bomb  at  your  head.” 

“I  have  no  fear.  Come,  let  us  go  up  to  Dillman’e  and 
try  one  of  his  famous  soft-clam  roasts.  I  will  tell  you 
all  about  it  while  we  eat.  Remember,  there  are  those  who 
call  me  a  crank  because  I  do  not  choose  to  dress  like  the 
rest  of  mankind.” 

“And  that’s  no  dream,”  laughed  Young  King  Brady. 

They  turned  aside  and  walked  back  from  the  beach  to 
Ike  Dillman’s  famous  little  restaurant,  where  many  think 
clams  are  cooked  to  perfection. 

Old  King  Brady’s  remark  was  certainly  true  enough. 

The  old  detective  when  not  in  disguise  always  affects  a 
peculiar  style  of  dress. 

He  wears  a  long  blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  an  old- 
fashioned  stock  and  stand-up  collar,  and  a  big  white  felt 
hat  with  an  unusually  broad  brim. 

This,  of  course,  makes  the  old  detective  a  marked  man 
to  a  certain  extent. 

Why  he  persists  in  adhering  to  this  odd  costume  nobody 
knows. 

Knowing  that  it  was  quite  useless  to  attempt  to  draw 
his  partner  out,  Young  King  Brady  said  no  more  about  the 
“mysterious  shadow.” 

The  detectives  talked  of  other  matters  until  thev  were 
well  started  on  the  roast  soft  clams. 

When  he  got  good  and  ready  Old  King  Brady  broached’ 
the  subject  of  his  own  accord. 

“You  have  now  seen  this  singular  individual  for  the 
second  time,  Harry,”  was  his  remark. 

“Yes.  Last  night,  when  he  trailed  us  home  from  the 
office,  was  the  first.” 

“Exactly.  Having  been  away  for  two  weeks  on  your 
southern  trip,  you  could  not  expect  to  have  previously  en¬ 
joyed  that  pleasure.  It  began  the  day  after  you  left.” 

“Where  did  vou  first  see  him?” 

«/ 

“He  was  standing  on  Park  Row  across  the  way  from 
our  office,  staring  up  at  the  windows.” 

“So?  Next?” 

“Next  was  while  on  my  way  home.  He  followed  me  to 
the  door.  He  has  done  so  every  night  since.” 
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‘‘Great  Scott!  Has  he  run  you  as  close  as  that?” 

“Just  as  close.” 

“It  is  time  that  something  was  done.  Have  you  nevhr 
tried  to  speak  to  him?” 

“Certainly.  Three  times.” 

“Well?” 

“The  moment  I  turn  on  him  he  walks  away  so  rapidly 
that  without  going  on  the  run  I  have  been  unable  to  catch 
up  with  him.” 

“You  bet  I  would  catch  up  with  him,  then.” 

“Xo  doubt;  but  I  haven’t  cared  to  make  a  scene  with 
ihe  fellow.  I  want  to  find  out  what  he  means  by  his 
operations,  and  the  only  way  to  do  it  is  to  let  him  alone.” 

“I  don’t  agree  with  you.  The  thing  should  be  looked 
5nto.  Have  you  ever  seen  him  during  the  day?” 

“A  dozen  times.  Twice  on  Wall  street,  once  away  out 
near  Jamaica.  Again  in  Jersey  City,  and  so  on.” 

“Still  trailing  you?” 

“That  is  the  singular  part  of  it.  Each  time  I  have  seen 
him,  except  on  the  occasion  when  he  has  shadowed  me 
home,  it  has  only  been  for  a  minute.  The  minute  I  look 
at  him  he  vanishes,  and  has  not  shown  up  again  until  I 
get  to  the  office  in  the  evening,  when  I  find  him  at  his  old 
post  on  the  other  side  of  Park  Row,  looking  up  at  the 
windows  as  before.” 

“Vanishes?  How  vanishes?  That  sounds  weird.  Sure¬ 
ly  our  mysterious  shadow  is  no  ghost.” 

“Xo,  no!  Xothing  of  that  sort  of  nonsense.  The  fel¬ 
low  has  simply  managed  to  take  himself  off.  Once  he 
jumped  on  a  passing  trolley.” 

“That  time  you  might  have  got  him.” 

“Perhaps  I  might  also  have  broken  my  neck.  Again 
he  darted  into  a  doorway.  I  followed  that  time,  but  ho 
was  not  there.  Perhaps  I  got  the  wrong  doorway.  At  alf 
events,  I  did  nat  search  the  house.” 

“Governor,  I  insist  upon  interviewing  the  fellow.” 

“All  right;  try  it.  I  have  no  objection.  You  are  quicker 
in  your  movements  than  I  am,  and — look!  There  he  is 
.  now!” 

Back  of  Dillman’s  is  a  little  grove  of  ailanthus  trees, 
beneath  which  Ike  roasts  his  clams  in  rude  stone  ovens. 

The  window  near  which  the  Bradys  sat  was  open,  and 
the  old  detective,  chancing  to  look  out,  saw  the  shadow 
standing  under  the  trees  peering  in  at  them. 

“I’ll  get  him  if  it  takes  a  leg,”  whispered  Harry. 

lie  sprang  up  and  was  off  like  a  shot. 

Old  King  Brady  watched  the  shadow. 

For  a  minute  the  man  did  not  move. 

Harry  appeared. 

The  shadow  turned  and  went  off  into  the  darkness. 

Old  King  Brady  finished  his  clams,  and  lit  a  cigar. 

He  had  nearly  finished  it  before  his  partner  returned, 
hot  and  flushed. 

“Well?”  demanded  the  old  detective,  “what  did  he  have 
to  say  for  himself?” 

“Didn’t  get  him,”  replied  Harry,  dropping  into  a  chair. 

“As  T  thought.  What  became  of  him?” 


“Blest  if  I  know.” 

“Ah,  ha!  The  old  man  is  not  such  a  fool,  after  all.” 

“I  saw  him  walk  off.  He  went  like  a  blue  streak,  and 
yet  he  did  not  run.  I  ran,  though.  It  is  dark  back  there. 
I  managed  to  trip  over  the  chain  of  an  old  rowboat  which 
lay  bottom  upward  on  the  sand.” 

“And  fell  ?” 

“Went  sprawling.” 

“And  when  you  got  on  your  feet  again,  no  shadowy’ 

“Xo  shadow,  as  you  say.” 

“Exactly.  I  haven’t  told  you  all  my  experiences.  There 
seems  to  be  a  fatality  about  it.  I  have  simply  been  unable 
to  come  up  with  that  man.” 

“You  bet  I’ll  do  it,  though.  Give  me  a  cigar;  mine  are 
all  gone.” 

o 

“Finish  your  clams.” 

“Don’t  want  ’em,  My  appetite  is  gone.  Let’s  go  home.” 

Young  King  Brady  was  vexed,  and  the  pleasure  of  the 
evening  was  spoiled. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  write  the  famous  detectives 
had  no  case. 

Finding  themselves  with  time  on  their  hands,  which  is 
rather  unusual,  Old  King  Brady  suggested  a  drive  to 
Coney  Island. 

At  five  o’clock  they  accordingly  crossed  to  Brooklyn,  and 
hiring  a  horse  and  buggy  at  the  livery  stable  nearest  the 
bridge,  they  drove  through  Prospect  Park  and  down  the 
Boulevard. 

The  intention  had  been  to  take  in  the  evening  concert 
at  Brighton  Beach. 

This  was  solely  on  Harry’s  account. 

/  Personally  Old  King  Brady  cares  nothing  for  music,  and 
Kflther  prefers  a  hurdy-gurdy  to  a  brass  band. 

Thus,  finding  that  his  partner’s  interest  in  the  evening 
had  been  spoiled,  the  old  detective  raised  no  objection  to 
an  immediate  return. 

They  accordingly  left  the  restaurant  and  went  to  the 
Brighton  stables  for  their  team. 

Soon  Harry  was  driving  up  the  Boulevard  in  the  moon¬ 
light,  with  Old  King  Brady  at  his  side  telling  in  detail 
of  the  happenings  of  each  occasion  upon  which  he  had 
seen  the  mysterious  shadow. 

“There  is  no  use  talking.  Governor,”  said  Harry,  “this 
thing  must  be  looked  into.  If  we  have  no  case  for  other 
people  then  it  would  seem  that  we  have  a  pretty  mvHeri- 
ous  one  of  our  own;  so  I  say  let  us  work  it  for  all  it  is 
worth.” 

“I’m  agreeable.” 

“That  fellow  has  simply  got  to  show  his  hand.  I  shall 
not  rest  until  he  has  done  it.” 

“Very  good.  Fire  away.  I  will  admit  that  I  am  grow¬ 
ing  somewhat  curious  myself  to  know  what  it  all  means.” 

An  automobile  came  up  suddenly  behind  them,  and  the 
horse  shied. 

Harry  pulled  the  frightened  animal  in.  and  brought  him 
to  a  standstill. 
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vt  the  same  moment  a  shabby  buggy  containing  one 
man  shot  past  them. 

This  horse  had  also  been  startled,  and  was  on  the  run. 

Ham*  paid  no  particular  attention  to  this,  hence  his 
surprise  was  complete  when  the  old  detective  quietly  said, 
after  they  had  started  again : 

"This  time  we  are  behind  our  mysterious  shadow.” 

For  Old  King  Brady  had  recognized  in  the  man  driv¬ 
ing  the  team  which  had  just  passed  them  the  subject  of 
their  talk. 


CHAPTER  II. 

i  t 

i  1 

FURTHER  EXPERIENCES  WITH  THE  SHADOW. 

f 

A 

“Are  you  sure?” 

Harry  was  rather  inclined  to  question  the  old  detective’s 
assertion  that  the  man  in  the  buggy  had  been  the  mysteri¬ 
ous  shadow. 

“'Quite  sure.” 

“'Amu  saw  his  face  distinctly?” 

“I  saw  it  with  perfect  distinctness.  It  was  the  same 
man.” 

“  Shadowing  on  wheels,  it  would  seem.” 

“Evidently.” 

“Shall  I  try  to  catch  up  vTith  him?” 

“As  you  will.” 

Harry  put  the  whip  to  the  horse. 

They  passed  several  teams. 

It  was  bright  moonlight — a  beautiful  September  night. 
There  wras  no  difficulty  in  seeing  the  faces. 

But  they  passed  no  team  which  even  admitted  the  pos¬ 
sibility  of  being  the  one  Old  King  Brady  had  seen. 

Some  w*ere  drawn  by  two  horses;  others  carried  two 
persons. 

“He  has  distanced  us,”  said  the  old  detective.  “We  mav 
as  well  give  it  up.” 

They  drove  on  for  some  time  in  silence. 

Suddenly  Harry  reined  in. 

“I’m  going  to  turn  around  and  see  if  he  isn’t  behind 
u~!”  he  exclaimed. 

“Do  it,”  said  the  old  detective. 

Harry  turned  the  horse. 

Behind  them  was  a  horse  and  buggy  with  one  person 
on  the  seat. 

“The  same  rig,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but  I  can’t 
make  out  the  man. 

The  other  horse  was  at  a  standstill. 

Harry  drove  directly  up  to  it. 

A  half-grown  boy  held  the  reins. 

“Where  is  the  man  who  was  in  that  buggy  a  moment 
ago?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  am  an  officer,”  he  added,  displaying  his  shield.  “You 
a.e  ver  truly  or  I’ll  put  you  under  arrest.” 

“  I /anno,” 

"Be  careful.” 


“He  jumped  out  when  you  stopped.” 

“You  are  lying?” 

“No,  I  hain’t  neither.  He  jumped  out  and  ran  over 
to  the  sidewalk.  I  dunno  where  he  went.” 

“Where  were  you  when  he  passed  us  a  minute  ago?” 

“I  wasn’t  with  him  then.  He  only  picked  me  up  a 
few  minutes  ago.” 

“Where?” 

“In  front  of  Peters’  hotel.” 

“Which  way  was  he  driving?” 

“Towards  de  island.” 

“What  did  he  say  to  you?” 

“Told  me  to  get  in  and  ride,  and  he  gimme  five  dol¬ 
lars.” 

“What  kind  of  looking  man  was  he?” 

The  boy  accurately  described  the  shadow. 

The  Bradys  had  passed  Peters’  hotel  a  few  minutes 
after  the  incident  of  the  automobile. 

Evidently  the  shadow  had  turned  on  his  tracks,  and 
anticipating  Harry’s  action  had  engaged  help. 

“What  else  did  he  say  to  you?”  demanded  Old  King 
Brady.  “You  are  too  sensible  a  fellow  to  go  with  a 
stranger  unless  he  said  more  to  you  than  you  have  told 
us.” 

“Well,  he  said  he  was  a  detective.” 

•  “Ah,  I  thought  so.  What  else?” 

“Said  he  was  shadowing  a  couple  of  bank  thieves,  and 
that  if  I  would  ride  with  him  as  far  as  de  park  entrance 
so  as  to  hold  de  horse  in  case  you  went  into  one  of  de  road¬ 
houses  he  would  gimme  de  five.” 

“Ah,  ha!  You  got  your  money?” 

“Not  yet.” 

“I  thought  as  much.  What  did  he  say  to  you  when  he 
got  out?” 

“Oh,  he  left  in  a  big  hurry.  Said:  ‘Hold  de  horse 
till  I  come  back.’  Dat’s  all  I  know.” 

“What  shall  we  do?”  Harry  asked  in  a  whisper.  ''“No 
doubt  he  is  hiding.” 

“Yes,  but  you  won’t  get  him.  No  doubt  he  saw  you 
stop  and  turn.  That’s  what  sent  him  off.” 

“We  might  wait.” 

“We  might  wait  all  night;  but  he’ll  not  come  back  so 
long  as  we  remain  here;  besides,  I  have  another  plan.” 

“All  right.” 

“Hold  on  a  second.  Boy,  what’s  your  name?” 

“Tim  McCarthv.” 

J 

“Did  you  ever  hear  of  Old  King  Brady?” 

“Sure  ting,  an’  you’re  de  man.” 

“Know  where  my  office  is?” 

“Sure.  It’s  Park  Row.” 

“Come  there  to-morrow  morning,  and  it  may  be  worth 
more  than  five  dollars.” 

“I’ll  corned’ 

“Off  we  go,  Harry,”  said  the  old  detective. 

Young  King  Brady  turned  the  buggy  and  the  drive  was 
resumed. 

“There  is  just  one  thing  to  do,”  said  the  old  detective. 
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“and  that  is  for  us  to  disguise  and  shadow  this  shad¬ 
ow.” 

“How?” 

“It  is  easy.” 

“Don’t  see  it.” 


“What  shall  we  do?” 

“Wait  here  just  one  hour,  and  then  cross  over  and  take 

the  Smith  street  trolley  to  the  bridge.” 

If  the  wait  was  in  the  hope  that  the  shadow  would  show 
himself,  then  the  detectives  were  doomed  to  disappoint¬ 


^We  will  make  our  change  here.” 

“Well?” 

“When  we  come  to  Balza’s  road-house  you  will  drive  to 
the  barn  and  put  up  the  team,  while  I  go  in  and  interview 
Balza.” 

“What  about  that?” 

“I  know  the  man.  I  shall  ask  him  to  send  the  team  to 
the  livery  stable  in  the  morning,  and  to  have  another  with 
a  driver  hitched  up  for  us  at  once.” 

“Well?” 

“This  will  be  ready  for  us.  As  for  the  rest,  we  must 
be  guided  by  what  happens.  The  Bradys  must  vanish. 
We  must  see  if  we  can’t  shadow  the  shadow — it  is  the  best 
we  can  do.” 

“All  right.  I  don’t  believe  it  will  work,  though.” 

“Nor  I,  either;  just  the  same  I  am  going  to  try  it 
on.”  ( 

Old  King  Brady  now  made  one  of  his  quick  changes. 

The  old  blue  coat  is  a  garment  of  wonderful  resources. 
In  its  secret  pockets  there  are  always  on  tap  the  materials 
for  many  disguises. 

In  a  few  minutes  Old  King  Brady  had  transformed  him¬ 
self  into  something  very  different  from  his  usual  appear- 


ment. 

Nothing  was  seen  of  him. 

At  half-past  ten  the  Bradys  left  the  hotel. 

Before  starting  TIarry  again  went  out  on  the  Boulevard 
and  took  a  careful  look. 

There  was  no  standing  team  anywhere. 

So  the  Bradys  gave  it  up  and  walked  across  country  to 
the  trolley  line,  changing  back  to  their  usual  costume  in 
the  shadows  of  a  vacant  lot. 

“We  will  go  to  the  livery  stable  and  report  about  the 
team,”  remarked  the  old  detective,  as  the#  left  the  car  at 
the  bridge. 

'  This  only  took  a  few  minutes. 

As  Old  King  Brady  turned  away  after  his  talk  with  the 
livery  man,  he  stopped  short  and  touched  Harry’s  arm. 
The  stable  was  just  off  Washington  street. 

There,  standing  on  the  corner,  was  Mr.  Shadow,  looking 
their  way. 

.  “Well!”  muttered  Harry.  “It  beats  the  band!” 
“Wait,”  whispered  the  old  detective. 

He  turned  again  to  the  livery  man. 

“You  see  that  individual  standing  on  the  corner  there?” 
he  asked. 


ance. 

He  then  took  the  reins,  and  Harry  clapped  on  a  wig  and 
mustache. 

Reaching  Balza’s  hotel,  the  old  detective  stepped  upon 
the  piazza,  while  Harry  drove  back  to  the  barn. 

“'I’ll  wait  a  minute  and  see  what  happens  before  I  inter¬ 
view  Balza,”  thought  the  old  detective,  amending  his  own 
plan. 

Nothing  happened. 

The  house  stood  far  back  from  the  road,  so  nothing  could 
be  observed  of  the  different  teams. 

Soon  Harry  joined  his  partner. 

“Well,  and  how  does  the  scheme  work?”  he  asked. 

“Don’t  work.” 

“He  has  not  come?” 

“No  team  has  turned  in  here  since  you  left.” 

“That’s  one  on  you,  Governor.” 

“Didn’t  I  say  that  I  had  no  idea  my  scheme  would 
work?” 

“  T  believe  you  did  say  something  of  the  sort.  What  shall 
we  do?” 

“Get  out  there  on  the  road  and  see  if  you  can  see  any¬ 
thing  of  him.” 

Returning  in  about  ten  minutes,  Young  King  Brady 
7’eported  that  not  a  trace  of  the  mysterious  shadow  was  to 
be  seen. 

“  We  have  over-reached  ourselves,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“We  have  been  just  a  little  too  cunning.  Never  mind, 
lie  will  turn  up  again.” 


“I  do,”  was  the  reply. 

“Did  you  rent  him  a  rig  to-night?” 

“I  certainly  did  not.  He  couldn’t  hire  of  me  on  any 
terms  short  of  the  cost  of  the  outfit  in  advance.  Whv  do 

V 

you  ask?” 

“That’s  detective  business,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
showing  his  shield. 

The  Bradys  now  walked  slowly  toward  Washington 
street. 

Mr.  Shadow  stood  calmly  regarding  them  until  they 
had  just  about  reached  the  corner,  when  he  suddenly  step¬ 
ped  back  out  of  sight. 

Quick  as  a  flash  Harry  darted  around  the  corner. 

Old  King  Brady  followed  without  quickening  his  pace, 
to  find  him  standing  there  looking  foolish. 

“Nothing  doing?”  asked  the  old  detective,  with  a  smile. 

As  }  ou  see.  Where  on  earth  could  he  have  gone 
to?” 

“He  is  quicker  than  you  are,  Ham’.” 

Shall  we  hunt?  He  may  be  in  one  of  these  door¬ 
ways  ?” 

“Little  use.  Let’s  go  home.” 

Harry  fussed  and  fumed  over  the  business  all  the  wav 
to  New  York. 

They  went  on  the  elevated  ears  which  ran  over  the  big 
Brooklyn  bridge. 

Harry  went  through  the  entire  train,  hoping  to  find  Mr. 
Shadow.  *  • 
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Close  to  the  New  York  terminal  of  the  bridge  is  the 
Bradys'  little  office  on  Park  Row. 

“Let’s  go  into  the  office  for  a  few  minutes/’  said  the 
old  detective.  “1  guess  he  has  given  the  job  up  for  the 
nisrht.” 

“Hold  on/’  replied  Harry.  “I’ve  got  a  scheme.” 

“Well?” 

“He  can't  be  in  New  Y"ork.  We  caught  a  train  just 
going  out.  He  could  not  have  crossed  the  bridge  by  trol¬ 
ley  vet.” 

*  V 

“He  may  have  come  across  on  a  broomstick  like  the 
witches  of  old.” 

“Now,  now,  Governor,  this  is  altogether  too  serious  a 
matter  to  joke  about.  Listen  to  my  scheme.” 

“Fire  away.” 

“'You  go  upstairs  and  light  the  gas.  Leave  the  shade 
up,  and  show  yourself  at  the  window.  I’ll  hide  in  a  door¬ 
way  across  the  street.  If  he  comes  and  starts  to  track  you 
home  then  I’ll  be  behind  him.” 

“Good!  I’ll  go  you.” 

“Shall  I  nab  him  or  shadow  him?” 

“'Neither.  It’s  late,  Harry,  and  I  am  tired.  Let’s  quit 
it  for  the  night.” 

“No,  no.  I  won’t  do  it.  Let  me  shadow  him.” 

“I’d  rather  you  wouldn’t.  I  want  to  sleep  to-night.  I 
couldn’t  do  it  if  I  allowed  you  to  go  off  alone  on  an  ex¬ 
pedition  like  this.” 

“Then,  by  jove,  I’ll  nab  him,  drag  him  into  the  office, 
and  make  him  give  an  account  of  himself.” 

“Well,  be  very  careful.” 

“Trust  me.  Go  on  now,  or  it  may  be  too  late.” 

Old  King  Brady  went  upstairs. 

Harry  slipped  around  into  North  William  street,  and 
watched  at  the  corner. 

This  seemed  safer  to  him  than  the  doorway  scheme. 

Here  he  waited  for  nearly  half  an  hour. 

Same  old  story.  There  was  nothing  doing. 

Deeply  chagrined,  Young  King  Brady  returned  to  the 
office  and  went  upstairs. 

“Well,  I  have  seen  nothing  of  our  shadow  nor  of  you 
either,”  said  the  old  detective:  “Where  have  you  been?” 

“Around  in  North  William  street.  My  eye  was  not  off 
the  other  side  of  the  way  more  than  a  minute  and  a  half 
since  I  left  vou.” 

“He  didn’t  come?” 

“I  didn’t  see  him.  It  beats  the  band.” 

“Oh,  I  guess  he  has  shut  up  shop  for  the  night,”  replied 
Old  King  Brady,  carelessly.  “Let’s  go  home.” 

Harry  glanced  out  of  the  window. 

“Upon  mv  word,  I  wish  you’d  kick  me!”  he  cried. 
“Look!” 

There  stood  the  mysterious  shadow,  leaning  against  one 
of  the  pillars  of  the  elevated  railroad. 

“If  J  had  only  stayed  a  moment  longer!”  groaned  Har- 

*7- 

"Th'-n  you  would  not  have  seen  him,”  replied  the  old 


detective.  “Come  on.  Perhaps  he  will  be  good  enough  to 
wait  for  us  to  come  downstairs.” 

He  turned  out  the  gas,  and  they  descended  to  the  street 
again. 

No  shadow. 

The  detectives  looked  everywhere. 

Not  a  trace  of  the  man  could  they  discover. 

“It  is  certainly  a  puzzle,”  said  the  old  detective,  “but 
I’ve  had  enough  of  it,  and  now  I’m  going  to  bed.” 

The  Bradys  crossed  over  to  the  Chambers  street  station 
of  the  Sixth  avenue  elevated,  and  rode  to  Eighth  street, 
walking  then  to  the  old  house  on  Washington  Square, 
where  for  a  number  of  years  they  have  kept  bachelor’s  hall. 

The  detectives  occupy  the  two  principal  chambers  on  the 
second  floor,  Old  King  Brady  the  one  in  front,  Harry  in 
the  rear. 

Just  as  the  old  detective  was  getting  into  bed  he  went 
to  the  window  and  threw  back  the  inside  blinds,  and  let 
down  the  sash  from  the  top,  according  to  his  usual  cus¬ 
tom. 

As  he  glanced  out  upon  the  Square  he  saw  a  small  man 
leaning  against  a  tree  with  his  arms  folded. 

It  was  Mr.  Shadow! 

“Confound  you!”  muttered  the  old  detective.  “This 
settles  it!  I’ll  solve  this  mystery  if  I  die  for  it!” 

He  went  downstairs  and  once  more  examined  the  fas¬ 
tenings. 

But  he  did  not  say  anything  to  Harry  about  it  until  the 
next  day. 

Upon  returning  to  his  room  Old  King  Brady  again 
ooked  out  on  the  Square. 

This  time  he  saw  nobody. 

The  mysterious  shadow  had  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  III. 

SHADOWING  THE  SHADOW. 

The  Bradys  went  to  their  office  at  the  usual  time  next 
morning,  and  Old  King  Brady  remained  in  until  noon, 
hoping  that  the  boy  Tim  McCarthy  might  show  up,  but 
die  never  came. 

Several  days  passed,  and  nothing  more  was  seen  of  the 
mysterious  shadow. 

The  only  step  which  could  |ie  taken  to  And  out  any¬ 
thing  about  the  man  was  to  hunt  up  Tim  McCarthy. 

The  Bradys  went  down  to  the  roadhouse  and  made  an  at¬ 
tempt  to  do  this,  but  they  could  find  no  one  who  had  ever 
heard  of  such  a  lad. 

The  next  experience  of  the  detectives  with  the  shadow 
occurred  about  a  week  later. 

It  was  one  evening  when  the  detectives  remained  in  their 
office  until  after  dark,  or,  to  Ixj  precise,  until  about  seven 
I  o’clock. 
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Upon  coming  downstairs  they  saw  the  man  under  the 
elevated  on  the  oppositl  side  of  the  way. 

The  detectives  had  now  come  to  an  understanding  about 
the  matter,  and  they  acted  accordingly. 

Without  seeming  to  look  across  the  street,  they  shook 
hands  and  parted. 

Harry  went  up  Park  Row;  Old  King  Brady  went  down 
toward  the  bridge. 

Now  it  was  manifestly  impossible  for  Mr.  Shadow  to 
shadow  both  Old  and  Y^oung  King  Brady  at  the  same 
time. 

It  had  been  arranged  between  the  detectives  that  which¬ 
ever  one  he  did  shadow  was  to  take  h  certain  direction, 
while  the  other  shadowed  the  shadow. 

Harry  walked  rapidly  for  about  a  hundred  feet,  and 
then,  looking  hack,  saw  the  mysterious  one  trailing  after 
his  chief. 

The  scheme  had  begun  right. 

Next  thing  was  to  carry  it  out  to  a  successful  fin¬ 
ish. 

Yroung  King  Brady  turned,  and  as  he  walked  made  such 
changes  in  his  personal  appearance  as  might  serve  ,  to  de¬ 
ceive  any  ordinary  man. 

And  this  was  not  as  difficult  as  may  seem. 

Practice  makes  perfect,  and  the  Bradys  are  most  expert 
at  this  sort  of  business. 

Harry  saw  the  old  detective  glance  behind  him,  and  he 
assumed  that  not  only  had  he  now  discovered  that  he  was 
being  followed,  but  that  Mr.  Shadow  knew  that  he  him¬ 
self  had  been  spotted. 

It  had  been  arranged  that  under  these  circumstances 
Old  King  Brady  should  walk  home,  and  he  did  so. 

The  shabby  little  mah  kept  about  half  a  block  behind 
him. 

Never  once  did  he  look  hack. 

When  he  reached  the  house  on  "Washington  Square  Old 
King  Brady  let  himself  in  with  his  latchkey,  and  the  shad¬ 
ow'  stood  leaning  against  a  tree  watching  the  house  for  a 
good  half  hour. 

Harry,  seated  on  a  bench  in  the  Square,  watched  him 
closely. 

At  last  the  man  turned  away  and  looked  all  around 
him. 

Twice  his  eyes  rested  upon  Harry,  who  sat  quietly  smok¬ 
ing. 

At  last  he  entered  the  Square,  which  has  no  railing, 
and  walking  up  to  the  bench  upon  which  Young  King 
Brady  sat,  took  his  place  at  the  other  end. 

‘‘Does  he  suspect?”  Harry  asked  himself. 

He  paid  absolutely  no  attention  to  the  man.  Never  once 
did  he  look  his  way. 

It  takes  a  sharp  man  to  get  the  better  of  the  famous 
Bradys. 

That  in  his  way  Mr.  Shadow  was  that  has  been  shown, 
but  this  was  the  time  he  apparently  made  a  big  mis¬ 
take. 


He  had  turned  his  back  on  the  house  in  taking  up  his 
position  there  on  the  bench. 

No  sooner  had  he  done  so  than  Old  King  Brady,  so  dis¬ 
guised  that  no  man  living  could  have  recognized  him. 
descended  the  steps. 

The  minutes  passed. 

Harry  saw  the  old  detective  go  by,  and  recognized  him 
by  receiving  a  secret  sign. 

He  was  dressed  much  after  the  seedy  style  of  the  shad¬ 
ow,  but  wore  a  better  hat. 

His  face  was  completely  changed  by  a  stubby  gray  beard, 
and  the  old  black  felt  hat  pulled  down  over  his  eyes  did 
much  toward  helping  out  his  disugise. 

The  shadow  merely  glanced  at  him  as  he  passed  on. 

“The  Governor  has  got  the  best  of  him  this  time,”  said 
Harry  to  himself.  “I  wish  I  felt  sure  of  being  so  fortu¬ 
nate.”  ' 

He  waited,  expecting  the  man  to  address  him,  but  he 
did  not. 

At  last  Mr.  Shadow  got  up  and  shuffled  off  down  Way- 
erly  Place  toward  Broadway. 

Again  and  again  he  looked  back. 

Harry  did  not  move  until  after  he  had  crossed  Fifth 
avenue. 

Then  he  shot  through  the  square  as  fast  as  possible 
without  running. 

Mr.  Man  was  just  vanishing  down  the  block  beyond 
University  Place. 

Harry  took  to  his  heels,  and  ran  down  Washington 
Place  at  top  speed. 

He  looked  about  for  Old  King  Brady,  but  could  see 
nothing  of  him. 

Mr.  Shadow  was  on  hand  when  he  reached  Broadwav, 
however. 

He  was  standing  on  the  corner  of  Waverly  Place  wait¬ 
ing  for  a  car. 

In  a  moment  he  boarded  a  downtown  electric,  and  Harry 
swung  on  as  it  came  to  his  corner. 

The  shadowing  of  the  shadow  had  fairly  begun  at 
last. 

Harry  stuck  to  the  platform,  for  Mr.  Shadow  had  gone 
inside. 

I  his  is  the  time  the  Governor  gets  in  the  soup,”  he 
thought.  “Probably  he  will  give  it  up  and  go  back  to  the 
house. 

He  looked  over  the  passengers,  few  in  number  at  that 
hour,  of  course. 

To  his  utter  surprise  he  saw  Old  King  Brady  sitting  in 
the  corner  pretending  to  read  the  newspaper,  which,  bv  the 
way,  it  would  have  been  quite  impossible  for  him  to  do  in 
that  uncertain  light. 

“Como,  that’s  one  on  me,’’  thought  Harry.  “How  on 
earth  did  he  get  here?” 

The  explanation  was  verv  simple. 

Feeling  certain  that  Mr!  Shadow  would  go  through  to 
Broadway,  Old  King  Brady  had  hurried  there,  and  taken 
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a  stand  where  he  could  watch  the  corner  of  Waverly 
Piece. 

'Viie  scheme  worked. 

Seeing  the  shadow  standing  ready  to  board  a  downtown 
car,  Old  King  Brady  managed  to  get  on  ahead  of  him — 
that  was  all! 

Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  it  is  by  no  means  easy  to  outwit 
the  old  detective. 

M  e  shall  not  further  undertake  to  explain  his  meth¬ 
ods. 

Enough  to  say  that  Old  King  Brady  gets  there  every 

time. 

To  follow  in  detail  the  remarkable  shadowing  done  by 
the  Bradys  that  night  would  carry  us  far  beyond  our 
limits. 

Mr.  Shadow  left  the  car  at  the  City  Hall. 

Harry  did  not  look  at  him  as  he  got  off,  nor  had  he  once 
glanced  at  him  all  the  way  downtown;  but  when  the  shabby 
little  man  started  to  walk;  across  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 
Young  King  Brady  was  right  behind  him. 

Kow  again  the  old  detective  had  vanished. 

Harry  watched  closely,  looked  back,  and  did  everything 
to  locate  him,  but  failed. 

It  had  not  been  arranged  that  Old  King  Brady  should 
take  part  in  this  shadowing  further  than  the  house. 

Harry  was  just  a  little  vexed  that  he  had  done  so,  but  the 
old  detective  does  just  as  he  pleases  every  time. 

Brooklyn  reached,  Mr.  Shadow'  took  the  elevated,  and 
Harry  tracked  him  to  Ridgewood,  the  terminal  of  one 
branch  of  Brooklyn’s  so-called  rapid  transit. 

Kow,  feeling  that  the  elevated  car  v'ould  be  a  good  place 
to  bring  matters  to  a  head  in,  seeing  that  the  man  could 
not  possibly  leave  it  between  stations,  Young  King  Brady 
went  into  the  same  car,  and  sat  down  opposite  to  Mr. 
Shadow. 

He  did  not  look  at  him  directlv,  but  he  watched  him  out 
of  the  corner  of  his  eye. 

Never  once  did  the  man  look  at  him. 

lie  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground,  paying  abso¬ 
lutely  no  attention  to  anyone,  and  most  of  the  time  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  asleep. 

Harry  left  the  car  first,  but  stood  near  the  foot  of  the 
steps,  and  saw  everyone  who  came  down. 

Nobody  that  he  could  identify  as  Old  King  Brady  passed 
up  to  the  time  the  shadow  showed  himself,  when  once  more 
Harry  had  to  get  on  the  move. 

From  Ridgewood  various  electric  lines  start,  diverging 
in  different  directions  about  this  remote  section  of  Greater 


Instead  of  that  he  started  up  Myrtle  avenue  on  the 
south  side,  and  walked  rapidly  with  the  air  of  a  man  who 
had  a  long  stretch  ahead  of  him. 

It  was  easy  shadowing. 

Never  once  did  he  look  behind  him. 

And  Yroung  King  Brady  followed  on. 

Again  and  again  he  looked  for  the  old  detective,  but  as 
far  as  he  could  make  out  Old  King  Brady  was  now'here 
around  that  part  of  the  world. 

Once  more  Harry  assured  himself  that  the  “  Governor” 
had  given  it  up  and  gone  home. 

Young  King  Brady’s  shadowing  took  him  out  to  Glendale 
that  night. 

This  is  the  local  name  for  the  section  beyond  Ridge¬ 
wood. 

He  crossed  the  Long  Island  railroad,  and  kept  on  for 
some  blocks,  wdien  he  saw  Mr.  Shadow  suddenly  dodge  into 
a  lane. 

At  one  side  of  the  lane  facing  Myrtle  avenue  was  a  brick 
house,  for  many  years  occupied  by  an  eccentric  character, 
now  dead,  known  to  everybody  as  “Mr.  Jobs.” 

Beyond  Mr.  Jobs’  place  was  a  barn,  and  a  vacant  lot 
which  ran  to  a  point. 

Back  of  this^gore  was  a  thick  growdh  of  trees. 

Fortunately  Harry  had  known  Mr.  Jobs,  and  knew  all 
about  this  place. 

The  trees  grew  in  the  back  end  of  the  great  Cypress 
Hills  Cemetery. 

This  land  has  been  held  in  reserve  bv  the  cemeterv 

'  V  V 

corporation. 

It  is  practically  a  forest,  and  wras  separated  from  the 
gore  lot  by  a  high  fence,  up  to  which  the  lane  led. 

Young  King  Brady  went  forward  on  the  run,  for  now 
wras  the  time  when  he  was  most  likely  to  lose  his  man. 

He  was  just  in  time  to  see  Mr.  Shadow  in  the  act  of 
crawling  under  the  fence. 

An  instant  later  and  he  had  disappeared  within 
cemetery. 

Here  the  trees  cover  many  acres. 

Now  I’ve  lost  him,”  thought  Young  King 

He  knew  that  he  might  wander  about  all  night  on  the 
other  side  of  that  fence,  with  not  one  chance  in  ten  thou¬ 
sand  of  finding  his  man. 


CHAPTER  IY. 


New  York. 

One  line  goes  to  Jamaica,  another  to  the  Lutheran  ceme¬ 
terv,  another  to  Cypress  Hills  Cemetery,  and  so  on. 

It  required  close  watchfulness  to  avoid  missing  the 

man. 

At  least  so  Harry  thought,  but  it  proved  to  be  quite 
otherwise. 

Mr.  Shadow,  it  seemed,  had  no  intention  of  riding  at 

all. 


THE  OLD  HOUSE  IN  TILE  CEMETERY. 

Harry  now  realized  that  he  had  his  hands  full  if  he  ex¬ 
pected  to  accomplish  anything  definite. 

And  he  had  no  other  idea. 

"I’ll  not  give  it  up  until  I  have  made  a  try  for  it,  at  least, 
he  said  to  himself.  “This  mystery  must  and  shall  be  ex¬ 
plained.” 


8 


THE  BRADYS’  MYSTERIOUS  SHADOW. 


He  hurried  up  the  lane,  heedless  now  as  to  whether 
Mr.  Shadow  was  watching  him  or  not. 

There  were  a  few  pedestrians  in  sight  on  the  avenue,  but 
Harry  saw  nobody  in  the  lane,  and  Mr.  Jobs’  house  was 
quite  dark. 

Reaching  the  fence  he  found  that  a  sort  of  burrow  had 
been  made  beneath  it  through  which  it  was  not  difficult  to 

crawl. 

As  soon  as  he  got  in  among  the  trees  Harry  halted  and 
stood  listening. 

He  had  expected  to  find  himself  in  a  dense  thicket,  for 
the  woods  on  the  eastern  section  of  Long  Island  are  almost 
always  thus  overgrown. 

The  bushes  were  here,  but  he  perceived  that  a  narrow 
path  almost  undiscernible  ran  through  them. 

Not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard,  and  save  on  his  left  to¬ 
wards  the  avenue,  not  a  glimmer  of  light  to  be  seen. 

So  lonely  was  the  spot  that  it  was  really  quite  startling 
when  all  of  a  sudden  a  trolley  went  rushing  by. 

The  clatter  of  the  car  recalled  Yroung  King  Brady  to 
himself. 

“I  must  get  busy,”  he  thought,  “but  really  this  is  almost 
too  dangerous.  If  that  fellow  has  any  idea  of  assassinating 
me,  now  is  certainly  his  time.” 

It  was  just  as  this  comforting  thought  crossed  his  mind 
that  he  perceived  a  light  ahead  of  him,  close  down  upon 
the  ground. 

Harry  watched  it. 

It  was  no  ordinary  light,  and  certainly  did  not  come 
from  an  ordinary  lantern. 

It  was  a  white  light,  and  globular  in  shape. 

It  kept  bobbing  up  and  down  near  the  gound. 

“Looks  more  like  a  jack-o’-lantern  than  anything  else,” 
thought  Young  King  Brady.  “Probably  At  is  a  bait  to 
lead  Me  on.” 

The  More  he  thought  of  it  the  more  he  felt  satisfied  that 
such  was  the  case,  and  that  his  presence  there  in  the  ceme¬ 
tery  was  known. 

Should  he  advance  and  see  what  happened? 

He  pondered  on  the  question  for  a  full  minute,  and  then 
decided  to  go  ahead. 

The  moment  he  started  along  the  path  the  light  stop¬ 
ped  bobbing,  and  began  to  move  slowly  forward. 

“That’s  what  it  is,”  Harry  said  to  himself.  “They  are 
trying  to  lure  me  on.” 

A  oung  King  Brady  now  honestly  considered  himself  in 
great  danger. 

Just  for  this  reason  he  resolved  not  to  turn  back,  but 
to  see  the  adventure  through  to  its  end. 

He  advanced  slowly. 

Now  in  a  moment  there  came  another  cause  for  alarm. 

Distinctly  Harry  heard  footsteps  behind  him. 


So  did  the  footfalls. 

He  moved  on  again. 

The  light  advanced. 

Once  more  the  footfalls  were  heard.  . 

“I’m  certainly  between  two  fires,”  thought  Harry,  draw¬ 
ing  his  revolver.  “There  is  just  one  thing  to  do,  and  that 
is  to  push  boldly  ahead.” 

And  this  he  did,  advancing  about  an  eighth  of  a  mile  a* 
near  as  he  could  reckon. 

Now  suddenly  the  light  which  had  shown  him  the  path 
vanished. 

Harry,  howTever,  pushed  forward. 

The  footfalls  were  no  longer  heard. 

“Have  I  been  mistaken  ?  Did  I  really  hear  them  ahead 
of  me  when  I  thought  they  were  behind?”  lhmng  King 
Brady  asked  himself. 

He  was  beginning  to  get  all  mixed  up  when  all  of  a  sud¬ 
den  he ^came  out  upon  a  little  clearing,  in  the  midst  of 
which  stood  the  ruins  of  an  old  farmhouse. 

“Strange!”  thought  Harry.  “I  have  been  all  over  the 
cemetery,  but  I  never  saw  this  ranch  before.” 

But  there  the  house  was,  and  what  is  more,  the  light  was 
burning  behind  one  of  the  windows  from  which  the  sash 
had  been  carried  away. 

For  as  much  as  ten  minutes  Harry  stood  there  listening 
and  watching,  but  all  was  as  silent  as  the  manv  graves 
which  lay  just  beyond  that  fringe  of  trees. 

Yroung  King  Brady  crept  up  to  the  window  and  peered 
inside. 

An  ordinary  lantern,  the  globe  of  which  had  bee* 
covered  with  white  tissue  paper,  stood  on  an  old  three- 
legged  table,  and  beneath  it  rested  a  sheet  of  paper. 

There  was  nobody  to  be  seen. 

Now  we  have  the  bait,  if  ever,”  thought  Yroung  King 
Brady.  *  . 

He  went  around  to  the  open  door,  and  boldly  enter¬ 
ed. 

Advancing  to  the  table,  he  looked  down  upon  the  paper 
and  read  as  follows : 

“To  \oung  King  Brady,  who  has  taken  so  much  pains 
to  follow  me  to-night: 

“I  am  charged  to  request  you  to  take  up  the  matter  of 
Randolph  Martense,  which  was  brought  to  vour  notice 
some  months  ago. 

“Now  if  ever  this  case  must  receive  vour  attention. 

“If  you  succeed  the  reward  will  be  in  proportion  to  vour 
success. 

I  hold  out  no  threats,  but  this  I  say :  if  you  refuse  you 
will  be  haunted  until  it  is  all  too  late  by  your 

“Mysterious  Shadow.” 


Whoever  it  was  certainly  seemed  trying  to  walk  like  a 
featherweight,  but  there  could  be  no  mistaking  the  sounds. 
Harry’s  heart  began  to  thump. 

He  paused. 

'The  light  stopped. 


h  oung  King  Brady  did  not  disturb  the  paper  for  the 
moment. 

He  had  never  heard  of  the  Randolph  Martense  matter 
in  connection  with  the  work  of  the  firm. 

He  had  not  the  least  notion  what  it  all  meant. 
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I  am  waiting.” 


“The  Governor  is  right;  this  man  is  a  crank,”  he  said 
to  himself.  “I  need  not  have  taken  such  care  in  my 
shadowing,  for  he  seems  to  have  been  onto  my  curves  all 
the  time.” 

“That  is  what  he  was,”  said  a  voice  outside  the  win¬ 
dow.  v 

Harry  suddenly  whipped  out  his  revolver,  and  jumped 
back. 

“'Whoever  you  are,  come  and  show  yourself  like  a  man,” 
he  cried. 

“Don’t  shoot!”  was  the  reply. 

And  this  time  Harry  recognized  the  voice,  as  he  might 
certainly  have  done  in  the  first  place  had  he  been  less 
startled. 

“You  can  come  in,  Governor,”  he  said.  “I  won’t  shoot 
vou!” 

A  stout  man,  looking  for  all  the  world  like  a  German 
brewer,  climbed  through  the  window. 

It  would  have  been  simply  impossible  to  recognize  the 
old  detective. 

Harry  could  hardly  believe  his  eyes,  but  the  familiar 
voice  carried  the  proof. 

“Is  it  really  you?”  he  exclaimed. 

“No  one  else.  What  have  we  on  that  paper?” 

“Read  for  yourself,  and  see.” 

“Read  it  to  me.  I  have  to  find  my  glasses — a  trouble¬ 
some  job  with  all  this  rigging  on.” 

Harry  read  the  note. 

“Huh!”  grunted  Old  King  Brady.  “Now  I  begin  to 
understand.” 

“Governor,  how  in  the  world  did  you  get  here?  I  lost 
you  at  the  New  Y'ork  City  Hall.” 

“But  I  never  lost  you  for  a  moment.” 

“It  is  a  long  time  since  I  have  seen  you  in  such  a  slick 
disguise.” 

“Oh,  even  you  are  not  acquainted  with  all  my  dis¬ 
guises,  Harry.  Someone  had  to  do  the  secret  work,  since 
our  friend  Mr.  Shadow  was  on  to  you  from  the  very 

first.” 

“It  would  seem  so  now.  Just  the  same,  I  thought  I  was 
doing  pretty  good  work.  I  made  a  face  change  just  after 
I  left  the  bridge.” 

“Yes,  but  your  clothes  were  the  same,  and  he  is  sharp. 
I  have  changed  three  times  since  you  left  me  in  the 

car.” 

“How  on  earth  did  you  manage  it?” 

“Once  crossing  the  City  Hall  park.” 

“Well?” 

“Again  in  the  last  car  on  the  Brooklyn  elevated,  where 
I  was  the  only  passenger.” 

“And  I  looked  into  that  car.” 

“And  last  as  I  came  up  Myrtle  avenue  at  your  very 
heels.” 

“You  are  certainly  a  slick  article  when  you  get  down  to 
business.” 

“I  am  an  older  hand  at  the  bellows  than  you,  Harry; 
remember  that.  But  now  for  this  letter  business.” 


“The  reference  to  Randolph  Martense  refers  to  a  call 
we  received  about  six  months* ago  while  you  were  away  in 
Boston.” 

“So?  Did  you  keep  the  letters?” 

“Luckily  I  did,  although,  as  you  know,  rejected  calls 
usually  go  to  the  waste  basket.  There  came  three  letters. 
I  put  them  down  as  the  work  of  a  crank.” 

“Perhaps  they  were.  Perhaps  the  crank  hears  us  even 
now.” 

“Keep  a  sharp  eye  out.  Read  that  letter  over  to  me 
again.” 

Harry  obeyed. 

“Evidently  we  are  not  expected  to  do  anything  further 
to-night,”  said  the  old  detective.  “I  think  we  may  as 
well  go  home.” 

“But  what  were  those  letters  about?” 

“I  can’t  remember  exactly;  they  related  to  jewels  sup¬ 
posed  to  have  been  buried  two  hundred  years  ago  some¬ 
where  in  this  neighborhood.  Very  likely  this  is  the  place. 
I  remember  there  was  some  allusion  to  an  old  house  in  the 
graveyard.” 

“Can’t  you  give  me  any  better  idea  of  it  than  that. 
Governor?” 

“No,  I  really  can’t.  I  have  quite  forgotten.  We  will 
look  the  matter  up  in  the  morning,  and  see  what  can  be 
done  about  it.” 

i  “Oh,  so  you  are  thinking  of  taking  up  the  case, 
then  ?” 

“I  am  thinking  of  solving  this  mystery.  I  propose  to  do 
that  in  anv  event.” 

“Suppose  we  search  the  house?” 

“Certainly.  Come  along.” 

Old  King  Brady  caught  up  the  lantern  and  they  went 
from  room  to  room. 

There  was  little  to  be  seen. 

That  the  house  was  immensely  old  there  could  be  no 

doubt, 

It  appeared  to  have  been  occupied  by  someone  not  so 
very  long  back,  who  had  left  a  few  odds  and  ends  of 
worthless  furniture  behind  them. 

As  every  window-sash  was  out,  every  door  gone,  and  part 
of  the  roof  had  tumbled  in,  it  certainly  was  a  most  un¬ 
desirable  place  of  residence  now. 

“All  this  throws  no  light  on  the  mystery,”  remarked 
Old  King  Brady,  as  they  started  to  walk  on  down  the 
stairs. 

“Put  out  the  lantern!  Wait  and  watch!” 

The  call  came  from  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

And  as  they  looked  the  Bradys  saw  their  mysterious 
shadow  standing  just  within  the  door. 

“Put  out  the  lantern!  Wait  and  watch!”  he  called 
again  in  low,  earnest  tones. 

“Stay,  friend!  Give  me  a  chance!  I  want  to  talk  to 
you!”  Old  King  Brady  called  back. 
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But  the  shadow  hacked  out  into  the  darkness,  and  as 
he  vanished  the  Bradys  heard  him  call : 

“Obey,  as  you  value  your  lives!” 


CHAPTER  Y. 

:  i  ‘ 

i  i 

THE  BRADYS  DISCOVER  THE  OLD  STONE  VAULT. 

{' 

Old  King  Brady  instantly  blew  out  the  lantern. 
Everything  was  quiet. 

Both  he  and  Harry  half  expected  to  hear  the  crack  of  a 
revolver,  but  this  did  not  occur. 

“What  now?”  breathed  Young  King  Brady. 

“  Give  it  up.  More  mystery.” 

“Shall  we  go  downstairs?” 

“Just  as  you  say.  Suppose  we  take  a  look  out  of  the 
front  window.” 

“We  will  try  it.  You  look.  Ell  stand  guard  here.” 
“Let  us  stick  together,  Governor.” 

“No,  no!  Go  into  the  room.  I’ll  stop  here.” 

Harry  passed  into  the  front  room  and  peered  out  of  the 
window. 

“I  hear  footsteps:  someone  coming,”  he  whispered. 
“Watch!” 

“There’s  a  light  among  the  trees.  It  is  coming  this 
way.” 

“Watch!” 

And  Harry  did  watch. 

In  a  moment  he  saw  two  roughly  dressed  men,  evidently 
foreigners,  come  into  the  little  clearing. 

They  were  talking  in  some  foreign  language. 

Harry  could  hear  the  words  distinctly,  but  he  could  not 
catch  on. 

It  was  certainly  not  Italian  nor  Spanish. 

It  bore  no  resemblance  whatever  to  either  German  or 
French. 

“Possibly  it  is  Greek,”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 
“Hello!  Here  come  more!” 

Another  light  was  seen  approaching. 

“Two  men  right  upon  us,  and  others  coming!”  he  called 
in  a  low  voice. 

“Right!  I  am  ready  for  them  if  they  attempt  to  enter 
here,”  was  the  reply. 

But  the  men — there  were  four  of  them — did  not  at¬ 
tempt  to  enter  the  old  house. 

They  walked  directly  past  it,  crossed  the  clearing,  and 
disappeared  in  the  woods  beyond. 

Old  King  Brady  joined  Harry  when  the  latter  called  out 
that  they  were  all  gone. 

“And  what  do  you  make  out  of  that?”  questioned  Har- 

17. 

“Evidently  our  shadow  did  not  intend  that  we  should 
run  foul  of  those  men.” 

“Did  you  hear  thteir  talk?” 

“Yes.” 


“Couldn’t  catch  on,  I  suppose.'” 

“I  could  not  understand  them,  of  course,  for  I  under¬ 
stand  no  language  but  English.” 

“Yes,  yes;  but  you  know  very  well  that  you  are  as 
sharp  as  thunder  at  distinguishing  one  foreign  language 
from  another.” 

“This  was  no  ordinary  foreign  language,  Harry.” 

“So  I  say.  Ever  hear  it  before?” 

“Yes;  let  me  think.  It  was  not  Greek.” 

“Well!” 

“Nor  Russian.”  2 

“I  never  could  get  next  on  Russian.” 

“Of  course  it  was  not  Polish,  that  sounds  much  like 
Russian.  I  have  heard  it  before  somewhere.  Ha,  I  have 
it!  Either  Armenian  or  Syrian.  Yes,  it  is  in  the  Syrian 
quarters  that  I  have  heard  those  sounds.” 

“Sure?” 

“Positive  now.” 

“What  shall  we  do?  Light  out?” 

“My  curiosity  is  excited.  I  would  like  to  know  more 
of  those  men.” 

“There  don’t  appear  to  be  anybody  else  coming;  suppose 
we  venture  with  one  of  the  dark  lanterns  and  follow  their 
trail?” 

“Hello!” 

The  call  came  in  a  low  voice  from  the  ground  below 
the  window  at  which  the  Bradys  were  talking. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  look  out. 

On  the  contrary  he  pushed  Harry  to  one  side,  saying : 

“For  heaven  sake  don’t  expose  yourself.  If  there  is  any 
talking  to  be  done  leave  it  to  me.” 

“Hello,  up  there!”  called  the  voice  again. 

“Hello!”  answered  Old  King  Brady. 

“You  now  see  that  I  was  right.” 

“You  are  our  shadow?” 

“I  am.  lou  have  escaped  a  great  danger.  Remember 
in  all  you  do  here  that  the  same  danger  hovers  over  you.  i 
Work  only  by  daylight.  Do  not  come  here  again  at 
night.” 

Y  ho  are  you  ?  If  you  wish  our  help  then  come  up 
here  and  let  us  talk  face  to  face  like  men,  or  let  me  come 
down  to  you.” 

“I  shall  do  neither.  You  have  my  letters.  Read  them.  - 
Do  as  they  direct.” 

I  have  foigotten  what  those  letters  contain,  but  I  will 
look  them  up.” 

“Will  you  accede  to  my  request?” 

A  cry  likely  .  Better  do  your  part  by  telling  me  frank¬ 
ly  who  you  are  and  what  you  want  * 

“No.” 

“Suit  vourself.” 

“I  would  show  you  more  Before  we  part.  It  is  well  that 
you  should  be  shown  the  old  stone  vault.” 

“What  old  stone  vault?” 

Txnver  the  lantern  out  of  the  window.  Then  follow 
me.” 

“I’ll  it,  hut  won’t  you  explain?” 
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“I  shall  explain  nothing  but  such  things  as  I  choose  to 
explain,  and  those  only  in  my  own  time  and  way.” 

“  Very  well.  Have  your  way.  We  will  follow.” 

“'You  will  not  regret  it.  Have  you  a  string?” 

“Plenty.” 

“Then  let  the  lantern  come,  but  don’t  you  come  till  I 
have  said  the  word.” 

Old  King  Brady  tied  a  cord  to  the  lantern,  and  dropped 
it  down. 

The  shadowr  seized  it,  broke  the  string,  and  lighted  the 

lantern. 

“Now  come!”  he  called. 

The  Bradys  groped  their  way  downstairs. 

The  shadow  had  passed  beyond  the  line  of  the  clearing, 
but  they  could  see  his  light  close  down  by  the  ground 
among  the  trees  on  the  other  side. 

“Come  on,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will  see  this 
thing  through.” 

And  they  followed  the  light. 

There  was  much  such  a  path  as  Harry  had  followed  on 
his  wTay  in. 

It  w"Ound  around  among  the  trees,  gradually  working 
toward  the  used  portion  of  the  cemetery. 

The  light  kept  ahead  of  them  until  they  saw  an  open¬ 
ing. 

Suddenly  it  was  raised  high  in  the  air,  and  a  wild  dis¬ 
cordant  cry  rang  out. 

“For  heaven  sake  what  was  that?”  gasped  Harry,  clutch¬ 
ing  the  old  detective’s  arm. 

“Hush!  It  is  the  man  himself.” 

Instantly  the  light  vanished. 

The  Bradys  drew  back  among  the  trees  and  waited. 

They  could  dimly  discern  ahead  of  them  a  burial  vault, 
built  of  brown  stone,  against  the  side  of  a  little  hill. 

“The  old  stone  vault  which  he  spoke  of,”  whispered 
Harry",  pointing. 

“I  see.  There  is  more  to  come.” 

It  came  in  a  second. 

Suddenly  the  door  of  the  vault  opened,  and  a  man 
peered  out. 

At  the  same  instant  the  white  light  of  Mr.  Shadow’s 
papered  lantern  was  seen  bobbing  about  among  the  trees 
at  a  considerable  distance  from  the  detectives. 

The  man  stood  apparently  looking  at  it. 

Then  he  gave  a  low  whistle,  and  in  a  minute  two  others 
joined  him. 

They  were  the  foreigners  who  had  passed  the  old  house, 
and  they  began  gabbling  in  the  same  strange  tongue. 

Suddenly  the  light  vanished,  and  the  same  cry  was 

heard. 

Instantly  the  three  men  popped  into  the  vault,  and  the 
door  wa3  closed. 

“"What  can  it  mean?”  questioned  Harry. 

“It  means  that  our  friend  the  shadow  is  playing  ghost 
for  the  purpose  of  scaring  that  outfit,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Will  he  come  to  us  again?” 


“Don’t  know.  Wait  a  few  minutes.” 

They  waited,  but  the  man  did  not  come. 

“There  is  no  use  in  staying  here  any  longer,”  said  Old 
King  Brady  after  a  little.  “Let’s  get  on  the  move.” 

“To  the  vault?” 

*  v 

“Sure.  I  propose  to  take  it  in.” 

“It  doesn’t  seem  to  be  on  any  regular  cemetery  path.” 

“I  notice  that.  I  doubt  that  vault  having  been  built 
by  the  cemetery  people.  It  looks  to  me  more  probable  that 
it  is  the  old  burial  vault  of  the  family  wrho  originally  oc¬ 
cupied  that  house.” 

“Very  likely.  If  so  the  name  ought  to  be  on  it.” 

“It  may  be.  Come  on.” 

They  approached  the  vault  with  revolvers  ready. 

There  was  no  name  cut  on  the  cornice,  as  is  the  usual 
rule  with  burial  vaults. 


The  stone  was  covered  with  moss,  and  the  walls  had  set¬ 
tled  badly. 

It  looked  as  if  the  vault  was  about  to  collapse. 

The  doors  were  of  wood,  and  had  been  recently  painted 
green. 

There  was  no  path  in  front,  and  big  trees  grew  all  about. 

“Old  enough,”  breathed  Harry. 

“Sure!  Look  here!  Do  you  feel  that  trembling?” 

“Why,  certainly!  The  ground  shakes.” 

“Queer  business;  but  we  must  be  getting  out  of  this. 
We  are  liable  to  be  discovered  any  minute.” 

They  glided  back  to  cover. 

“Shall  we  wait  for  the  shadow  to  show  up?”  Harry 
asked. 

“Just  a  few  minutes.” 

Within  one  minute  the  light  was  seen  back  along  the 
path. 

The  Bradys  now  advanced. 

So  did  the  light,  keeping  ahead  of  them  in  the  usual 
style. 

Shall  we  try  to  catch  up  with  him?”  questioned  Har¬ 
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ry. 

“No,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Let  him  have  his  way. 
I  am  growing  immensely  interested  in  all  this  business.” 

“Then  you  take  up  the  case  for  Mr.  Shadow?” 

“I  most  certainly  shall.” 

“I  have  an  idea  that  his  shadowing  was  intended  for  no 
other  purpose  than  to  excite  our  curiosity,  and  make  you 
take  up  the  case.” 

“I  should  not  be  at  all  surprised.  If  so  he  has  certainly 
accomplished  his  purpose.” 

But  the  adventures  of  the  Bradys  were  at  an  end  for 
that  night. 

The  light  guided  them  back  to  the  old  house,  and  thence 
to  the  lane. 

Just  before  they  reached  the  latter  it  vanished. 

The  Bradys  passed  by  Mr.  Jobs’s  house,  and  gaining 
Myrtle  avenue  took  a  west-bound  trolley,  which  came  along 
in  a  minute. 

They  made  the  best  of  their  way  home,  seeing  no  more  of 
Mr.  Shadow. 
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“A  remarkable  individual,  whoever  he  is,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  as  he  put  the  latchkey  in  the  door.  “Now 
we  will  sleep  on  it  and  see  what  to-morrow  will  bring 
forth.” 


CHAPTER  YI. 

HARRY  EXAMINES  THE  VAULT. 

When  the  detectives  reached  the  office  next  morning  Old 
King  Brady’s  first  care  was  to  look  up  the  correspondence 
alluded  to  in  the  note  found  under  the  lantern  in  the  ruined 
house. 

This  was  by  no  means  difficult. 

Old  King  Brady  is  exceedingly  methodical  in  some  of 
his  ways,  careless  as  he  is  about  others. 

He  soon  found  the  letters,  and  spread  them  out  upon  his 
desk. 

“These  certainly  are  peculiar  productions,  Harry,”  he 
remarked.  “Just  listen!  Y"ou  can  imagine  our  friend 
Mr.  Shadow  talking.” 

And  Old  King  Brady  read  as  follows : 

New  YY)rk,  March  2,  190 — . 

“Mr.  Brady: 

“Dear  Sir. — Do  you  want  a  case  full  of  mystery?  If 
you  do,  heed  this  letter. 

“I  am  an  antiquarian. 

“I  have  just  come  from  Holland. 

“I  can  read  Dutch. 

“There  are  diamonds  and  other  gems  buried  in  the  old 
stone  vault  on  the  Randolph  Martense  place,  now  part  of 
Cypress  Hills  Cemetery. 

“  These  gems  are  part  of  a  pirate’s  treasure. 

“I  know  because  I  have  read  about  it  in  the  old  Dutch 
shipping  records  in  Amsterdam,  Holland. 

“You  ought  to  get  this  treasure. 

“If  you  will  drop  me  a  line  I’ll  tell  you  just  how  to 
go  about  it. 

“I  want  nothing  for  myself. 

“You  are  an  honest  man,  they  tell  me. 

“I  have  confidence  that  you  will  give  the  treasure  up  to 
Alice  Martense,  who  is  the  legal  heir. 

“She  was  a  beauty  and  the  best  dancer  in  Brooklyn;  that 
was  when  I  was  a  boy  and  could  dance  myself. 

“Don’t  forget  to  meet  me. 

“Yours  truly, 

“Wee  Willie  Winkle. 

“P.  S. — This  is  no  joke.” 

Harry  laughed  heartily. 

“Well,  I  don’t  wonder  you  paid  no  attention  to  t^iat  re¬ 
markable  call!”  he  exclaimed.  “What  puzzles  me  is  to 
understand  how  the  letter  ever  escaped  the  waste-basket.” 

“I  really  can’t  tell  you.  Something  prompted  me  to 
preserve  it.” 


“The  man  is  insane,  of  course.” 

“It  certainly  would  seem  so.” 

“He  asks  you  to  meet  him,  but  appoints  neither  time 
nor  place.” 

“Exactly.  He  remedies  that  in  the  next,  however.  Lis¬ 
ten  to  this : 

“Mr.  Brady: 

“Dear  Sir. — I  waited  in  vain  for  you  the  other  night. 

“Then  a  little  bird  whispered  to  me  that  I  had  neglect¬ 
ed  to  tell  you  where  to  go  or  what  time  I  would  be  there. 

I  am  an  old  man,  and  am  growing  neglectful. 

“The  time  is  high  noon,  and  the  place  is  the  Tomb  of 
;he  Martyrs  on  Fort  Green. 

“Fort  Green  is  in  Brooklyn. 

“It  is  barely  possible  that  you  may  have  heard  of 
Brooklyn,  the  city  which  was  swallowed  by  the*  whale. 

By  the  whale,  of  course,  I  mean  New  York. 

“Once  Brooklyn  was  a  city. 

“Now  it  is  nothing,  for  New  Y^ork  swallowed  it  up. 

“But  I  am  rambling  again. 

“Did  I  tell  you  what  day  to  meet  me? 

“Upon  my  word,  I  don’t  think  I  did.” 

“Let  us  make  it  day  after  to-morrow,  and  that  is  Tues¬ 
day.  -  '  I 

“Tuesday,  high  noon,  Tomb  of  the  Martyrs,  Fort  Green, 
Brooklyn,  Long  Island,  New  Yrork  City,  New  Y^ork  State, 
United  States  of  America,  Western  Hemisphere,  Globe* 
Universe. 

“There! 

“That’s  a  definite  appointment. 

“You  can’t  miss  me. 

“Come  and  I’ll  put  you  next  to  the  pirate’s  treasure. 

“Y  ou  shall  have  diamonds  galore. 

“Of  course,  you  will  give  them  up  to  the  fair  Alice  when 
you  get  them. 

I,  who  trust  nobody  in  this  world,  am  trusting  you. 

“Yours  in  hopes, 

“Wee  Willie  Winkle.” 

“Madder  than  the  other  letter,”  remarked  Harry. 

“Decidedly,”  was  the  reply.  “Of  course,  I  could  only 
set  the  man  down  as  a  crank.” 

“How  long  a  time  was  there  between  the  two  letters 
Governor?” 

1  ihink  it  was  about  a  week.  This  one,  vou  will  per¬ 
ceive,  bears  no  date.  Now  for  the  third.  That  is  a  dif¬ 
ferent  sort  of  missive.  It  also  has  no  date,  but,  if  I  re¬ 
member  rightly,  it  came  some  three  weeks  later.  Here 
it  is: 

% 

“Mr.  Brady:  ..  /  mA 

Dear  Sir.  You  failed  to  keep  the  appointment  which 
I  made  for  you. 

No  doubt  you  think  me  mad,  and  as  a  matter  of  fact 
you  are  not  alone  in  that  opinion. 
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“Nevertheless,  what  I  wrote  you  is  probably  true,  and 

e  treasure  of  the  old  stone  vault  real. 

“Once  more  I  ask  you  to  meet  me. 

ft/ 

"At  six  o’clock  this  evening  you  will  find  me  standing 
on  the  southeast  corner  of  Myrtle  avenue  and  Broadway, 
in  the  city  of  Brooklyn.  I  am  a  shabby  little  old  man.  You 
cannot  mistake  me. 

“Should  you  again  fail  me  I  shall  be  in  despair. 

“This  treasure  exists. 

“  It  is  real. 

“It  belongs  to  Miss  Alice  Martense,  sole  surviving  de¬ 
scended  of  Bandolph  Martense.  Present  residence,  Middle 
Village,  L.  I. 

“If  you  don’t  believe  me,  go  and  see  her,  and  she  will 
tell  you. 

“I  have  sworn  to  recover  the  treasure,  and  I  believe  it 

can  only  be  done  with  your  help. 

“Yours  still  hopefully, 

“Wee  Willie  Winkle. 

“P.  g. — i  don’t  want  to  throw  any  bouquets  at  you,  but 
I  honestly  believe  you  to  be  the  most  wonderful  detective 
on  earth.” 

“Much  in  the  same  vein,”  remarked  Harry. 

“A  little  more  sane,  I  think.” 

“Perhaps  so.” 

“I  threw  these  letters  aside,  of  course,  and  they  were 
forgotten.  After  that  I  heard  no  more  from  the  man  until 

o 

this  shadowing  began.” 

“I  am  disappointed  that  there  is  nothing  more  definite 
to  go  by.” 

“And  so  am  I.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  had  almost  forgot¬ 
ten  whether  there  was  anything  of  that  sort  in  the  let¬ 
ters.” 

“There  is  one  thing,  of  course.” 

“You  refer  to  the  address  of  this  woman  Martense?” 

“Exactly.” 

“If  that  is  straight  it  may  give  us  a  starting  point.” 

“Then  you  propose  to  go  ahead  with  the  business?” 

“I  do.  My  curiosity  has  been  excited,  and  now  we  want 
to  see  the  end  of  this  business.” 

“What  shall  we  do?” 

“I  think  I  will  look  up  the  woman.  lrou,  in  the  mean¬ 
time,  may  go  to  the  cemetery  people  and  make  some  in¬ 
quiry  about  that  vault.” 

“All  righi.” 

I  think  you  had  better  represent  yourself  as  being  em¬ 
ployed  by  the  Martense  family  to  look  up  certain  records. 
Do  vour  best  to  get  a  look  at  the  interior  of  the  vault.  You 
can  say  that  you  want  to  examine  the  coffin  plates,  or  some¬ 
thing  of  that  sort.  Of  course,  you  will  be  particular  not 
to  give  the  least  hint  of  what  occurred  last  night.” 

“Certainly.  I  can  do  all  that.  When  shall  I  go?” 

“Oh,  we  will  make  it  to-day’s  business.  You  had  bet¬ 
ter  get  right  out  there,  and  I  will  take  in  Middle  Village.” 

It  being  thus  arranged,  Harry  in  due  time  turned  up  at 
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the  office  of  the  Cypress  Hills  Cemetery  on  Jamaica 
avenue.  East  New  York. 

Here  he  met  Mr.  Smith,  the  assistant  superintendent., 
an  affable  gentleman,  who  listened  with  respectful  atten¬ 
tion  to  what  he  had  to  say. 

“l7es,  that  is  the  old  burial  vault  of  the  Martense  fam¬ 
ily,”  said  Mr.  Smith.  “The  house  you  refer  to  was  once 
the  residence  of  a  branch  of  the  Martense  family,  but  it  has- 
been  the  property  of  the  cemetery  for  many  years.” 

“Would  it  be  possible  for  me  to  get  into  the  vault?” 
inquired  Harry.  “I  assume,  of  course,  that  the  coffins 
still  remain  there.” 

“They  have  never  been  disturbed.  Who  is  it  that  yon 
are  working  for?” 

“That  is  to  a  certain  extent  confidential,  but  I  don’t 
mind  telling  you  that  we  are  working  in  the  interest  of  a 
Miss  Alice  Martense,  of  Middle  Village.” 

“I  don’t  know  the  lady.  The  property  was  acquired 
long  before  my  time.  What  is  the  object  in  view?” 

“To  establish  her  claim  to  certain  property.” 

“"Not  cemetery  property?” 

“No,  no.  Nothing  of  the  sort.  Of  course,  I  am  not  in¬ 
sisting  upon  anything,  Mr.  Smith,  but  if  you  can  help  me 
I  shall  be  very  much  obliged.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  mind.  I  am  not  very  busy  this  morning. 
Suppose  we  go  over  there  now.  If  it  will  do  you  any  good 
to  look  into  that  old  vault  I  see  no  reason  for  refusing 
you.  I  don’t  suppose  the  thing  has  been  opened  for 
twenty  years.” 

Harry  was  jubilant. 

He  had  succeeded  easier  than  he  anticipated. 

Mr.  Smith  now  led  Harry  outside,  and  they  got  into  the 
surrey  which  the  cemetery  keeps  for  the  use  of  its  em¬ 
ployees. 

In  this  they  were  driven  over  the  hill  and  down  into  the 
reserve  lands. 

“I  almost  forget  the  way,”  said  Smith,  when  they  came 
into  the  woods,  “but  I  guess  we  can  find  it.  Yrou  may 
stop  here,  driver,  and  wait  for  our  return.” 

“I  don’t  think  I  shall  come  back,”  remarked  Harry. 
‘I  have  business  over  on  Myrtle  avenue,  so  I  think  I  will 
cut  right  across.” 

“Which  you  can  easily  do,”  replied  Smith,  and  they 
Struck  into  the  woods. 

There  was  not  even  the  semblance  of  a  path  here. 

“Tough  walking,”  laughed  Smith,  as  he  forced  his  way 
among  the  hushes,  “but  there  is  one  comfort;  it  isn’t 
far.” 

It  was,  in  fact,  only  a  few  steps. 

In  a  minute  they  came  out  in  front  of  the  old  stone 
vault. 

i 

“There!”  exclaimed  Smith.  “I  have  done  better  than 
1  imagined  I  could.  We  have  hit  it  first  clip.” 

He  produced  a  bunch  of  keys  which  he  had  brought 
along  with  him,  and  selecting  one  put  it  in  the  lock. 

“I  notice  that  this  door  has  been  recently  painted,”  re¬ 
marked  Harry. 
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“I  see  it  has,”  was  the  reply.  “I  don’t  exactly  under¬ 
stand  it.  There  was,  however,  painting  done  on  the  vault 
doors  about  six  months  ago,  and  I  suppose  the  painters 
prowled  in  here  and  daubed  this  one  over.  Confound  this 
key!  It  won’t  work.” 

“Let  me  try,”  said  Harry.  “You  are  sure  you  have  got 
the  correct  key?” 

“Oh,  yes;  I  am  certain.” 

Harry  tried  it,  hut  the  key  refused  to  turn. 

To  Young  King  Brady  the  reason  was  plain  enough. 

The  lock  was  hampered. 

Clearly  a  different  key  had  been  used  in  opening  the 

door. 

This  with  an  old-fashioned  tumbler  lock  often  pro¬ 
duces  such  an  effect. 

“You  will  never  open  the  door  with  that  key,”  declared 
Harry,  “but  I  think  I  have  one  which  will  do  the  trick 
all  right.” 

He  produced  his  bunch  of  skeletons,  and  in  a  moment 
had  the  door  open. 

They  passed  into  the  old  stone  vault. 

It  was  arranged  much  after  the  style  of  modern  burial 
vaults. 

There  were  six  sealed  niches,  three  in  a  row,  and  each 
one  supposedly  contained  a  coffin. 

There  was  an  inscription  on  the  face  of  each  niche. 

To  carry  out  his  fiction  Young  King  Brady  began  to 
examine  these. 

It  was  difficult  to  read  the  inscriptions. 

At  last  Harry  was  able  to  decipher  one  as  follows : 

“Phcebe  Martense.  Died  Nov.  10,  1793.  Aged  82  years, 
six  months,  and  two  days.” 

“That  good  lady  has  been  dead  a  long  time,”  he  remark¬ 
ed,  as  he  prepared  to  copy  the  inscription  in  his  memoran¬ 
dum  book. 

“She  certainly  has,”  replied  Smith.  “Well,  we  have  all 
got  to  come  to  it  some  time  or  another.” 

“I  should  hardly  have  believed  that  there  was  a  vault  so 
old  around  Brooklyn.” 

v 

“I  don’t  believe  there  is  another.  The  Martenses  must 
have  been  a  high-toned  lot  to  go  to  the  trouble  of  build¬ 
ing  this.  Usually  these  old  Long  Island  Dutchmen  buried 
in  graves.” 

They  tried  each  coffin  in  turn. 

The  latest  date  was  1810. 

There  was  one  inscription  which  interested  Harry  most, 
and  that  read : 

“Randolph  Martense,  died  July  12,  1768.  Aged  92  years, 
three  months,  and  seven  days.” 

Here  was  the  name  mentioned  in  the  letters. 

There  seemed  to  be  some  method  in  Mr.  Shadow’s  mad¬ 
ness. 

While  this  was  going  on  Mr.  Smith  was  doing  a  little 
detective  work  on  his  own  account. 

“See  here,”  he  exclaimed;  “a  singular  thing!  Somebody 
has  lately  been  tracking  mud  in  here.” 

Harry  had  observed  it. 


It  was  a  decided  trail. 

It  led  from  the  door  to  the  back  of  the  vault. 

The  wall  here  was  constructed  of  what  appeared  to  be 
solid  blocks  of  brown  stone.  > 

Harry  struck  his  fist  agaibst  it. 

There  was  a  decided  reverberation,  and  the  blow  gave 

back  a  slight  ringing  sound. 

“What  are  you  driving  at?”  demanded  Smith,  curious¬ 
ly* 

“I  was  wondering  what  could  have  brought  anyone  in 
here,”  replied  Harry.  “That  mud  must  have  come  in  on 
somebody’s  feet,  but  this  wall  seems  solid  enough.” 

“I  don’t  see  how  there  can  be  anything  beyond  it,  but  it 
does  look  as  if  somebody  had  been  tracking  mud  in  here, 
as  you  say.” 

“One  of  the  mysteries,”  laughed  Harry,  carelessly. 

He  had  seen  all  he  wanted  to,  and  was  now  anxious  to 
get  away. 

“I  shall  report  this,”  said  Smith.  “If  someone  is  using 
this  vault  for  any  purpose  we  want  to  know  it.” 

He  looked  at  Harry  suspiciously. 

It  was  time  to  pull  out,  and  Yroung  King  Brady  step¬ 
ped  outside. 

He  locked  the  door  and  held  out  his  hand  to  Smith. 

“I  shall  leave  you  now,”  he  said.  “I  suppose  if  I  go 
straight  ahead  I  am  bound  to  hit  Myrtle  avenue.” 

“Yes.  You  can’t  miss  it.  Hope  you  got  what  you 
wanted?” 

“I  got  the  name  records  of  the  vault.  That  is  what  I 
was  after.” 

They  parted. 

“It  is  mighty  queer  about  that  mud,”  was  Smith’s  last 
remark  before  he  said  good-day. 

“I’ve  started  that  fellow  guessing,  worse  luck,”  thought 
lroung  King  Brady. 

He  readily  found  the  path,  and  pushed  on  toward  the 
deserted  house. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  INTERVIEWS  MISS  MARTENSE. 

I  I  4  • 

Harry  had  demonstrated  one  thing,  if  nothing  more. 
Whatever  secret  work  was  going  on  in  the  old  stone 
vault,  it  was  certain  that  the  cemetery  people  knew  noth¬ 
in  about  it. 

But  their  suspicions  would  certainly  be  aroused  by  Mr. 
Smith’s  report. 

^  oung  King  Brady  almost  doubted  the  wisdom  of  tho 

\isit  he  had  made,  as  he  walked  on  toward  the  deserted 
house. 

Meanwhile  Old  King  Bradv  had  traveled  out  to  Mid¬ 
dle  Village. 

This  section  of  the  old  town  of  Newtown — it  is  all  in¬ 
cluded  in  Greater  New  York— lies  back  of  Williamsburg, 
between  Maspeth  and  the  Lutheran  Cemetery. 
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It  is  a  place  which  the  march  of  improvement  has  al¬ 
most  forgotten,  and  not  a  few  of  the  old-time  families 
still  reside  there  in  houses  built  anywhere  from  sixty  to  a 
hundred  years  ago. 

Old  King  Brady  went  out  by  the  North  Second  street 
trolley,  and  upon  arriving  at  the  Village  at  once  inquired 
for  Miss  Alice  Martense. 

He  was  directed  to  an  old  Dutch  farmhouse  which  stood 
wedged  in  between  a  brewery  and  a  beer  garden. 

Evidently  the  brewer,  while  able  to  buy  up  the  land, 
could  not  get  the  homestead. 

“Howt  old  a  person  is  Miss  Martense?”  asked  the  detec¬ 
tive  of  the  groceryman  of  whom  he  inquired. 

“There  are  two  of  them,”  was  the  reply. 

"Both  Alice  Martense?” 

"Yes;  one  is  an  old  woman,  the  other  a  young  girl. 
They  live  there  alone  by  themselves.” 

Armed  with  this  information.  Old  King  Brady  worked 
the  huge.,  brass  knocker. 

The  answer  was  a  long  time  in  coming,  but  at  last  the 
door  was  opened  by  a  blooming  young  miss  of  eighteen 
or  so. 

"Pity  Harry  didn’t  take  this  end  of  the  job,”  thought 
the  old  detective.  "Of  course,  it  is  the  old  womapjk-w^nt 
to  see. 


"Is  Miss  Martense  at  home?”  he  asked. 

"She  is,”  was  the  reply.  "What  did  you  want?” 

"To  see  her  for  a  few  minutes,  if  you  please.” 

"My  aunt  is  a  very  old  woman,  and  quite  blind.  She 
never  sees  strangers.  You  will  have  to  tell  your  business 
to  me.” 

Old  King  Brady  handed  out  his  card. 

"A  detective!”  exclaimed  the  girl.  "What  can  you  pos¬ 
sibly  want  with  my  aunt?” 

"Take  this  letter  and  read  it  to  your  aunt,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  handing  her  the  last  of  the  Wee  Willie  Winkle 
missives.  "I  will  wait  here.  Say  to  her  that  my  errand 
concerns  the  writer  of  that  letter.” 

The  girl  was  gone  for  some  little  time. 

When  she  returned  she  appeared  to  be  much  agitated. 

"Will  you  please  to  walk  in,  Mr.  Brady?”  she  said.  "My 
aunt  will  see  you.  Be  very  patient  with  her,  please;  she 
is  extremely  nervous,  and  although  I  cannot  understand 
that  strange  letter  at  all,  she  seems  to  have  been  terribly 
upset  by  it.  I  thought  at  first  she  was  going  to  faint.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  then  shown  into  one  of  the  quaint¬ 
est  old  rooms  he  had  seen  in  many  a  day. 

It  was  long  and  low-ceilinged,  with  a  great  open  fire¬ 
place  with  brightly  polished  andirons  at  one  side. 

A  tall  clock  ticked  in  one  corner;  ancient  portraits  hung 
against  the  walls,  there  were  cabinets  of  shells  and  of 
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stuffed  birds,  and  other  similar  curios. 

It  was,  in  short,  a  quaint  old  American  interior,  now  al¬ 
most  a  thing  of  the  past. 

Old  King  Brady  seated  himself  in  an  old  hair-cloth  easy 
chair  and  waited. 


He  could  hear  a  querulous  voice  talking  in  the  room 
beyond. 

"No,  Alice,  my  dear,  you  must  allow  me  to  see  the  gen¬ 
tleman  alone,”  it  said.  "This  is  a  very  private  matter. 
Later  I  may  tell  you  all  about  it.  Later,  my  dear  child, 
but  not  now.” 

There  came  the  voice  of  the  niece  protesting  that  the 
aunt  was  not  able  to  bear  the  excitement  of  the  inter¬ 
view. 

It  was  settled  at  last,  and  the  old  lady  had  her  way. 

Old  Kang  Brady  could  hear  the  tapping  of  her  stick 
upon  the  floor. 

She  entered  the  room  and  stood  before  him,  tall  and 
stately. 

Her  eyes  were  white  with  cataracts. 

She  looked  to  Old  King  Brady  to  be  a  woman  of  be¬ 
tween  seventy  and  eighty  years. 

"I  cannot  see  you,  sir,  for  I  am  blind,”  she  said,  as  she 
pulled  the  door  shut  behind  her  and  felt  her  way  to  a 
chair.  "You  must  excuse  me.  I  am  deeply  interested  ir 
the  letter  you  sent  in  to  me.  May  I — may  I  keep  it?  It 
was  undoubtedly  written  by  one  who  was  once  very  dear 
to  me,  and  whom  I  believed  dead.  But  no;  I  suppose  you 
have  use  for  it.  Explain,  sir.  I  am  most  anxious  to  know 


I  have  two  other  letters  from  the  same  person,”  said 
<f'01d  King  Brady.  "Probably  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is 
to  read  them  to  you  before  we  begin  our  talk.  If  it  will 
be  any  satisfaction  to  you,  certainly  keep  all  three.  They 
are  of  no  particular  use  to  me.” 

"Read  them,  read  them!”  cried  the  old  lady,  shedding 
tears. 

Old  King  Brady  read  the  letters. 

"Still  mad!”  sighed  Miss  Martense,  as  he  laid  them  in 
her  hand.  "Still  the  same  poor  clouded  brain,  but  he 
has  not  forgotten  me.  Poor  Edward!  Poor,  poor  boy!” 

Old  King  Brady  let  her  have  her  little  cry  out  before  he 
attempted  to  speak. 

"And  you  are  the  detective  to  whom  these  letters  are 
addressed?”  she  asked  then. 

Yes,  madam.  I  am  Old  King  Brady.” 

Have  you  seen  the  writer?” 

"I  have.” 

"Tell  me  how  he  looks.” 

"Well,  ma’am,  he  certainly  looks  very  old  and  worn. 
He  is,  of  course,  insane.” 

"He  has  been  so  for  over  fifty  years,  Mr.  Brady.  His 
case  is  hopeless.  For  all  that  time  I  have  paid  for  his  care 
in  one  private  lunatic  asylum  or  another.  As  long  as 
I  was  able  I  visited  him  constantly,  but  not  of  late,  for 
I  am  quite  infirm.  The  last  place  in  which  he  was  con¬ 
fined  was  Dr.  Crumbie’s,  at  Babylon,  Long  Island.  From 
there  he  escaped  about  six  months  ago.  It  was  one  stormy 
night.  He  was  known  to  have  gone  out  on  the  Great  South 
Bay  in  a  rowboat.  The  boat  afterwards  drifted  ashore 
bottom  upward.  It  was  believed  by  all  that  Edward  had 
been  drowned,  and  Indeed  I  wish  it  might  have  been  so.” 
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“What  is  his  name.  Miss  Martense?” 

“Edward  Billups,  sir.” 

“A  relative  of  yours?” 

“No;  he  was  once  my  lover.  We  "were  to  have  been 
married  in  a  week  when  for  some  unexplained  cause  he 
became  violently  insane. 

“For  a  long  time  his  people  cared  for  him,  but  they  are 
all  long  since  dead,  and  of  late  years,  as  I  said,  I  have 
borne  the  expense.” 

“But  about  this  treasure?” 

“Ah,  Mr.  Brady,  that  is  only  his  delusion.  I  must  tell 
you  all  about  it.” 

“I  wish  yo,u  would,  madam.” 

“There  is  no  reason  why  I  .should  not.  The  story  of 
these  hidden  diamonds  was  an  old  legend  in  nly  father’s 
family.  This  Randolph  Martense  of  whom  he  speaks  was 
an  ancestor  of  mine,  my  grandfather’s  grandfather — you 
can  see  how  far  back  that  takes  one — he  lived  in  our  old 
homestead  a  little  south  of  here;  in  fact,  he  built  it.  The 
house  still  stands  inside  the  enclosure  of  the  Cypress  Hills 
Cemetery,  in  what  is  called  the  new  part.  I  sold  them 
the  land  many  years  ago.” 

“But  about  the  treasure,  madam?” 

It  was  hard  to  keep  the  old  lady  to  the  point,  but  Old 
King  Brady’s  manner  was  gentleness  itself. 

“The  story  was  that  Randolph  Martense  had  once  been 
a  pirate,”  continued  the  blind  woman.  “Whether  this  was 
so  or  not  I  never  knew.  He  was  a  very  eccentric  person. 
He  lived  the  life  of  a  miser,  and  so  died.  On  his  -death¬ 
bed  he  started  to  tell  his  son  that  he  had  hidden  a  vast 
treasure  in  diamonds  and  gems,  but  he  expired  before  he 
revealed  the  hiding  place.” 

“And  was  the  story  believed,  madam?” 

“It  was  for  a  time.  The  son  dug  everywhere,  but  the 
treasure  was  never  found.  In  my  time  we  only  laughed  at 
the  story.  Randolph  Martense  was  an  eccentric.  Probably 
he  was  insane.” 

“It  is  possible,  and  yet  at  this  distant  day  who  can  tell? 
Now  please  explain  what  Edward  Billups  knew  of  all 
this.” 

“Why,  Mr.  Brady,  he  had  heard  the  legend,  of  course. 
Just  about  the  time  we  were  engaged  Edward  went  as 
supercargo  to  Holland.  I  think  he  must  have  been  insane 
-when  he  returned,  although  we  did  not  recognize  the  fact. 
He  came  back  with  an  air  of  mystery  about  him,  and  he 
constantly  talked  of  the  buried  treasure,  throwing  out  mys¬ 
terious  hints  that  he  should  surely  find  it.  Within  a  few 
weeks  he  went  hopelessly  mad.” 

“Could  he  have  learned  anything  in  Holland  about  the 
whereabouts  of  the  treasure?” 

“That  is  what  he  pretended.  It  was,  of  course,  all  non¬ 
sense.” 

“And  this  is  all  you  have  to  tell?” 

“All  that  I  can  think  of.  Now,  Mr.  Bradv,  if  you  will 
capture  poor  Edward  and  return  him  to  the  asylum  I 
will  bear  the  entire  expense.  I  am  not  altogether  a  poor 
woman,  in  spite  of  the  surroundings  in  which  you  find  me. 


1  inherited  this  house  from  my  uncle,  and  removed  here 
after  1  sold  the  old  homestead  in  the  cemetery.  The  neigh¬ 
borhood  has  of  course  greatly  changed,  but  with  my  in¬ 
firmity  I  have  not  cared  to  leave  here,  as  I  suppose  I  should 
have  done  for  the  sake  of  my  grandniece.” 

“That  will  be  all  right,  madam;  but  let  us  return  to  the 
subject.  I  wish  now  to  tell  you  of  my  strange  experiences 
with  Edward  Billups.  Perhaps  we  shall  be  able  to  come  to 
a  better  understanding  when  this  is  done.” 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

WORKING  IN  THE  DESERTED  HOUSE. 

Old  King  Brady  now  related  the  whole  story  of  his  mys¬ 
terious  shadow  just  as  it  had  occurred. 

He  expected  all  kinds  of  interruptions  from  the  blind 
woman,  but  she  never  spoke  until  he  was  quite  through. 

“It  is  unquestionably  Edward  whom  you  have  been 
dealing  with,”  she  then  said.  “Wee  Willie  Winkie  I  used 
to  call  him  for  a  pet  name.  He  never  could  get  the  last 
name  right.  He  used  to  call  it  Winkle,  as  you  will  ob¬ 
serve  he  signed  the  letters.  This  alone  proves  his  iden¬ 
tity  to  me.” 

“Well,  madam,  you  see  how  much  in  earnest  he  is.  Do 
you  think  there  can  be  anything  in  his  claim  ?” 

“He  does  not  seem  able  to  find  the  treasure  himself.  He 
expects  you  to  do  that.” 

“The  reason  may  be  that  he  fears  these  mysterious  men. 
He  seems  to  believe  that  the  treasure  is  concealed  in  the 
old  stone  vault.” 

“That  vault  was  built  by  Randolph  Martense  for  his 
own  use.  My  grandfather  has  often  told  me  how  people 
laughed  at  him  for  building  it.  Nevertheless  the  Mar- 
tenses — some  of  them,  at  least — were  buried  there  for  a 
hundred  years.” 

“Did  your  grandfather  remember  old  Randolph?” 

“Oh,  yes;  very  well.  He  has  often  told  me  how  he  used 
to  shut  himself  up  in  the  old  stone  vault  and  meditate  on 
his  sins.” 

“He  did,  eh?  It  would  seem  to  me  that  if  he  was  a  miser 
it  is  far  more  likely  that  he  was  counting  his  money — or 
diamonds.” 

“Mr.  Brady!  I  do  declare  that  sounds  reasonable.*  I  be¬ 
gin  to  think  that  you  believe  in  this  hidden  treasure.” 

“My  dear  Miss  Martense,  I  neither  believe  nor  disbe¬ 
lieve,  but  there  is  this  much  about  it — your  mad  friend  is 
no  longer  a  violent  lunatic,  no  matter  what  he  mav  for- 
merly  have  been.  There  is  a  heap  of  method  in  his  mad¬ 
ness.  His  continual  dodging  out  of  the  way  also  shows  a 
shrewdness  not  to  be  overlooked.” 

“He  was  a  very  shrewd  fellow,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“The  man's  mind  works,  mv  dear  madam.  He  certainly 
knows  something,  whatever  it  may  be.  I  propose  to  follow 
this  matter  up.” 
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‘'Who  can  those  people  be?” 

“  1  have  no  possible  means  of  knowing.” 

"Ought  you  not  to  report  their  presence  to  the  cemetery 
r  authorities?  They  promised  to  keep  our  vault  in  good  con¬ 
dition.  You  see,  the  remains  of  the  Martenses  have  never 
►  been  removed.” 


“Not  yet.  We  must  investigate  first.” 

“I  do  wish  I  could  go  with  you,”  sighed  the  old  lady. 
‘‘But  that  is  impossible.  I  have  not  left  this  house  in  sev¬ 


eral  years.” 

“It  would  be  very  unwise,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 


adding : 


“  And  now,  Miss  Martense,  I  will  be  going.  I  shall  fol¬ 
low  this  matter  up.  What  do  you  wish  me  to  do  with  this 
unfortunate  man  if  I  find  him?” 

“Bring  him  to  me!”  cried  the  old  lady,  clasping  her 
hands.  “If  he  is  as  you  say  I  will  take  care  of  him  here. 
If  he  is  -no  longer  dangerous  then  he  shall  have  his  free¬ 
dom.  He  shall  not  be  locked  up  again.” 

“I  shall  tell  him  what  you  say  if  the  opportunity  oilers,” 
said  the  old  detective.  “I  will  report  just  as  soon  as  there 
is  anything  to  tell.”  . 

And  with  this  Old  King  Brady  left  and  returned  to 
New  York. 


He  found  Harry  waiting  for  him  at  the  office,  and  they 
carefully  compared  notes. 

“This  case  has  reached  a  highly  interesting  stage,”  re¬ 
marked  Old  King  Brady.  “I  begin  to  think  that  it  is  very 
possible  that  this  man  Billups  when  in  Holland  may  have 
come  across  the  log-book  of  the  old  pirate’s  ship  in  which 
the  treasure  was  mentioned.” 


u 


•But  how  can  that  be?”  questioned  Harry.  “How 
would  the  log-book  ever  get  to  Holland?” 

“Well,  the  ship  may  have  been  captured  by  the  Dutch 
and  her  papers  taken  to  Holland.” 

“I  suppose  that  is  possible.” 

“Certainly;  and  it  is  easy  to  imagine  other  ways.  But 
now  to  form  a  plan.” 

“Do  you  intend  to  give  up  the  diamonds  to  this  Miss 
Martense  in  case  we  get  them r'  Don  t  they  belong  to  the 
cemetery  people?” 

“I  most  certainly  shall  give  them  to  the  old  lady,  and  I 
shall  not  consult  any  lawyer  about  the  rights  of  the  ceme¬ 


tery. 


“We  may  get  ourselves  into  trouble.” 

“I’ll  risk  that;  but  there  is  another  thing  to  be  thought 

l  of.” 

“What  is  that?” 

“If  we  work  in  the  daytime  and  get  caught  at  it  that’s 
the  time  we  are  liable  to  have  trouble.  lor  that  reason 
I  am  going  to  disregard  the  advice  of  Mr.  Billups,  as  we 
'•  must  now  call  our  shadow,  and  do  the  job  at  night. 

“For  which  you  have  another  reason,”  laughed  Young 

King  Brady. 

“I  admit  it.  Do  you  guess  what  it  is?” 

“You  would  not  be  satisfied  with  finding  the  diamonds. 


You  want  to  learn  all  the  secrets  of  the  old  stone  vault 
-s  well.” 

“Exactly  so.  I  want  to  know  who  those  foreigners  are 
who  hang  out  there,  and  what  it  all  means.” 

“And  I  feel  just  the  same  way.  Let’s  risk  it  and  go  there 
again  to-night.” 

“We  will  go  earlier.  Midnight  seems  to  be  their  time 
for  arriving.  We  will  be  on  hand  as  early  as.  nine  o’clock, 
my  boy.” 

And  on  this  plan  the  Bradys  acted. 

Early  in  the  evening  they  once  more  started  for  Glen¬ 
dale. 

It  was  a  •  very  unpleasant  evening,  having  set  in  to 
rain  about  eight  o’clock. 

Shortly  before  nine  the  Bradys  turned  into  the  lane 
alongside  of  Mr.  J obs’s  house,  and  in  a  moment  were  with¬ 
in  the  cemetery  enclosure. 

They  had  watched  their  chance,  and  felt  satisfied  that 
no  one  had  observed  them. 

“Do  you  know  what  I  have  been  thinking,  Governor,” 
said  Harry  as  they  made  their  way  along  the  narrow 
path. 

“No;  what?” 

“  That  we  made  something  of  a  blunder  in  examining  the 
old  house  last  night.” 

“How  so?” 

“Why,  we  came  upon  no  attic.  There  must  be  one,  for 
the  roof  slopes  on  both  sides.” 

“That  is  true.  We  came  upon  no  attic  stairs.  We  will 
have  a  look  into  that.” 

Reaching  the  house,  the  Bradys  stepped  in  out  of  the 
rain  and  stood  waiting  a  few  minutes  to  see  if  anyone  was 
going  to  show  themselves. 

“We  shall  have  to  have  a  light,”  said^  Harry.  “Shall 
I  get  out  my  dark  lantern?” 

“Do.  By  the  way,  there  are  no  gable  end  windows  to 
your  attic.” 

“No;  but  there  seems  to  be  space  enough.” 

“We  will  see  what  we  can  discover.  Get  upstairs  with 
your  light.” 

The  detectives  went  over  the  top  floor  with  more  care 
than  they  had  done  the  night  before. 

There  was  one  door  in  the  back  room  which  had  been 
nailed  up. 

This  they  had  observed  the  night  before,  but  they  made 
no  attempt  to  open  it. 

“This  must  come  open,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Let’s 
have  that  lantern!  Ah,  here’s  a  discovery!” 

“What  now?”  demanded  Harry. 

“The  nails  have  recently  been  put  in  here.” 

“Why,  that  is  so.  They  are  wire  nails.” 

“Exactly.  Let  me  see;  let  me  see!” 

The  plastering  was  all  broken  away  around  the  door. 

After  a  moment  Old  King  Brady  thrust  his  hand  in 
through  an  opening  in  the  lathing  and  fumbled  about. 

In  a  moment  the  door  shot  outward,  bringing  the  whole 
casing  with  it. 
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The  thing  had  been  set  upon  a  pair  of  new  and  con¬ 
cealed  hinges. 

To  the  ordinary  observer  it  appeared  to  be  nailed 
fast. 

Behind  the  door  was  a  closet  in  which  stood  a  ladder 
leading  up  to  an  attic  sure  enough. 

“Good  for  you,  Harry,”  said  the  old  detective,  after 
they  had  listened  in  silence  for  a  minute.  “Up  with  you 
now,  and  see  what  we  have  struck.” 

They  climbed  the  ladder  and  found  themselves  in  a  low 
attic. 

At  one  end  the  roof  had  sunk  down,  but  there  was 
plenty  of  space  in  front. 

Evidently  somebody  was  using  the  place  as  a  lodg¬ 
ing. 

There  was  an  old  mattress,  pillow,  and  blankets;  a  table, 
two  chairs,  some  odds  and  ends  of  crockery,  and  a  small 
store  of  provisions. 

Besides  these  things  there  was  quite  a  collection  of  old 
hand-me-downs,  much  worn  clothing  such  as  a  tramp  might 
pick  up. 

“Somebody’s  home,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Some  tramp,”  replied  Harry. 

“What’s  the  matter  with  its  being  the  home  of  our  mys¬ 
terious  shadow?” 

“By  jove,  I’d  like  to  bet  you  are  right!  What  if  he 
should  catch  us  here?” 

“I  should  like  nothing  better.  But  probably  he  would 
go  on  the  run.  Much  as  he  seemed  to  want  to  meet  me 
when  he  wrote  the  letters,  he  seems  afraid  to  do  that 
now.” 

They  prowled  about,  looking  here  there  and  every¬ 
where. 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady,  who  had  been  flashing  his 
own  lantern  about  and  raising  a  loose  board,  put  his  hand 
down  between  the  beams,  and  pulled  up  an  old  tomato 
can. 

“Hello!  What  have  you  got  now?”  demanded  Har- 

“Money!  I  saw  that  the  board  was  loose,  and  I  thought 
there  might  be  something  under  it.  This  is  what  I  have 
found.” 

The  can  was  nearly  full  of  quarters,  halves,  and  dimes, 
all  new  and  bright. 

“Are  they  good?”  demanded  Harry.  “Somebody  may 
be  doing  a  little  coining  here.” 

“Not  here,  surely,  but  perhaps  we  have  solved  one  of  the 
secrets  of  the  old  stone  vault.  Let  us  see.” 

Old  King  Brady  got  out  the  strong  magnifying  glass 
which  he  always  carries,  and  began  examining  the  dif¬ 
ferent  coins. 

“They  are  struck  pieces,  and  undoubtedly  counterfeit,” 
he  said. 

“Silver?” 

“About  two-thirds,  I  should  say.  They  are  no  castings, 
however.  They  are  made  from  dies.” 


What  makes  you  so  sure  that  they  are  counterfeit.  Gov¬ 
ernor?” 

“Because  there  are  imperfections  in  the  dies.  Still,  these 
coins  would  pass  almost  anywhere.  Taken  all  in  all,  they 
are  about  as  clever  as  anything  I  have  seen  in  the  way  of 
silver  counterfeits  in  some  time,  A  es,  I  think  one  of  the 
secrets  of  the  old  stone  vault  has  been  surely  solved  by 
this.” 

“I  don’t  see  it.  Why  does  it  follow?”  persisted  Har- 
ry. 

*  “Remember  the  trembling  of  the  earth  by  the  old  stone 
vault?”  9 

“Why,  yes.” 

“I  would  like  to  bet  that  those  fellows  were  working  a 
coining  press  down  under  the  ground.” 

“That  would  account  for  their  presence.” 

“Certainly.  Hush!”  j 

“What  ?” 

“Somebody  coming!  I  hear  footsteps  below.” 

The  detectives  shut  off  their  lanterns,  and  stood  lis¬ 
tening. 

The  footsteps  halted  at  the  door. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


THE  MYSTERIES  OF  THE  VAULT. 

The  Bradys  waited. 

In  a  moment  someone  was  heard  on  the  ladder. 

Suddenly  the  old  detective  flashed  his  lantern,  and  the 
light  fell  upon  the  face  of  their  mysterious  shadow. 

He  gave  a  startled  cry  and  backed  away. 

“Hold,  Mr.  Billups!  We  are  your  friends!  Don’t  be 
afraid  of  us!”  called  the  old  detective. 

But  there  wras  no  answer. 

The  shadow  retreated  with  all  haste. 

\\  ith  all  haste,  too,  the  Bradys  got  down  into  the  rooms 
below. 


-uul  tuey  were  t-oo  iat^. 

The  man  had  vanished. 


Pshaw!'’  exclaimed  the  old  detective.  “That  was  bad 
ly  managed  business.  I  feel  quite  ashamed  of  myself.  W 
jumped  on  him  too  suddenly  altogether.” 

-  “Well,  I  don't  know  about  that.  If  we  had  kept  th 
light  burning  he  would  not  have  come  at  all.” 

“There  is  something  in  that,  too.  But  I  should  no 
nave  called  him  by  his  name.” 

“Well,  there  is  no  use  in  staying  here.  Shall  wo  s< 
down?”  9 


“Wait  a  minute, 
do  so.” 


1  orhaps  if  wo  make  no  move  he  may 


They  waited  ten  minutes,  and  then 
called : 


a  voice  from  below 


“Hello  up  there!  Hello!” 

Old  King  Brady  stepped  to  the  window. 
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The  shadow  stood  at  some  little  distance  from  llie 
house,  close  to  the  edge  of  the  trees. 

“Good-evening,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Won't  you 
come  up  here  and  have  a  talk?” 

“I  will  not,”  was  the  reply.  “Air.  Brady,  why  did  you 
not  work  by  daylight,  as  I  told  you  to  do?” 

“My  friend,  when  you  hire  a  doctor  or  a  lawyer  you  don’t 
tell  him  what  to  do;  you  let  him  do  the  telling.  It  is  just 
the  same  with  a  detective.” 

“That  is  so.” 

“Of  course  it  is  so.” 

“I  spoke  for  your  own  good.  Those  men  will  kill  you  if 
they  get  you.” 

“We  have  learned  how  to  look  out  for  ourselves,  Mr. 
Billups.” 

“Who  told  you  my  name?” 

“Your  old  friend,  Miss  Martense!” 

“Alice!  You  have  seen  her,  then?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  told  her  all?” 

“Yes.  She  longs  to  see  you.  She  wants  you  to  come  to 
her  house.” 

“No!”  .  •  ■  "  *  ^ 

“But  whv?  She  is  old  and  blind.  She- - ” 

«/ 

“Oh,  I  know  all  that.  She  will  lock  me  up  again.  I 
don’t  want  to  be  locked  up.  I  prefer  the  life  I  am  now 
leading.” 

“She  will  not  interfere  with  your  freedom.  She  told 
me  so.” 

“No.  I  will  not  go.  Are  you  going  to  try  to  find  the 
diamonds  to-night?” 

“Yes.  Will  you  go  with  us?” 

“No.  You  will  have  to  work  alone.” 

“Who  are  those  men  we  saw  last  night?” 

“I  don’t  know.  I  never  spoke  to  them.” 

“Do  they  make  bad  money  there  in  the  vault?” 

“Not  in  the  vault.” 

“Under  it?” 

“I  think  so.  I  don’t  know.  They  do  something  there. 
Once  they  left  three  cans  of  silver  under  a  tree.  I  got 
them.  I  had  to  have  money,  so  I  stole  the  cans  while  the 
man’s  back  was  turned.  If  the  money  is  bad  I  don’t  know 
it.  I  have  been  spending  it  ever  since.” 

“Have  you  been  in  the  vault?” 

“Never.  How  could  I  get  in?  I  have  no  key.” 

“Come  with  us  to-night.” 

“No.  I’m  going  away  now.  Don’t  go  into  my  room 
again.  I  don’t  like  it.  I  want  to  be  alone.” 

“He  turned  away,  but  paused  when  Old  King  Brady 
called  after  him: 

“Suppose  we  succeed  in  finding  the  diamonds.  Friend 
Billups?  How  shall  we  let  you  know?” 

“I  shall  know.” 

j  A-.  i  *t'.  ■  rry*  ;•*’ 

“But  how?” 

“Oh,  no  matter.” 

“  Bat  tell  me.” 


“Well,  then,  if  you  will  have  it,  I  shall  dream  all  about 
it.” 

And  with  this  peculiar  reply  the  shadow  turned  and 
disappeared  among  the  trees. 

“Bless  hifn!”  muttered  Harry.  “He  is  a  hard  one  to  do 
business  with,  that’s  sure.” 

“We  shall  have  to  let  him  have  his  way,”  replied  the  old 
detective.  “That  was  as  near  to  an  intelligent  conversation 
with  him  as  we  have  come  yet.” 

They  went  downstairs  and  out  into  the  open. 

It  was  not  raining  hard — just  a  damp  drizzle. 

“Can  you  find  your  way  to  the  vault  in  the  dark?”  Old 
King  Brady  asked. 

“I  don’t  believe  I  could.  How  about  you?” 

“I’m  sure  I  could  not.  You  have  been  over  the  ground 
in  the  daylight.” 

“Just  the  same  I  shouldn’t  care  to  risk  it.” 

“Out  with  your  lantern,  then.  Keep  it  close  down  to  the 
path.”  i 

Harry  complied,  and  they  pushed  on  to  the  old  stone 
vault. 

“Now  let  us  work  fast,”  said  the  old  detective.  “On  ac¬ 
count  of  the  rain  we  are  probably  safe  from  the  cemetery 
people,  but  I  have  little  doubt  that  they  will  put  a  watch 
on  the  place  owing  to  the  trail  of  mud  which  that  man 
Smith  discovered.”  \ 

“I  believe  you.  If  there  are  counterfeietrs  to  be  caught 
we  want  the  honor  and  the  reward.” 

“We  shall  do  well  if  they  don’t  catch  us.  Go  for  the 
door  now.  You  have  opened  it  once,  do  it  again.” 

Harry  turned  the  lantern  over  to  the  old  detective,  and 
produced  his  skeleton  keys. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  had  the  door  open. 

They  slipped  in  and  closed  it  behind  them. 

“No.  I  would  not  even  shut  it  if  I  was  not  afraid  of  the 
light  being  seen.” 

“We  ought  to  have  warning  in  case  the  counterfeiters 
come.”  - 

“Of  course.  You  want  to  understand,  Harry,  that  we 
are  running  a  great  big  risk.” 

“Well,  I  understand  it.  I  think  one  of  us  had  better 
watch  out  while  the  other  works.” 

“Perhaps  we  had.  It  will  be  your  job.” 

“All  right.  Get  ahead.  I’ll  keep  a  sharp  eye  out,  all 
right.” 

“Use  your  ears,”  said  the  old  detective,  and  Harry  left 
the  vault. 

It  was  lonely  work  standing  there  in  the  drizzle. 

For  half  an  hour  Harry  paced  up  and  down. 

Twice  he  looked  in  upon  the  old  detective. 

He  found  Old  King  Brady  busily  examining  every  inch 
of  the  stone  wall  at  the  back  of  the  vault. 

“Don’t  you  think  it  is  hollow  behind  there?”  Harry 
asked. 

“Not  a  doubt  of  it,”  was  the  reply.  “But  how  to  get  the 
thing  open  is  the  question.” 
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It  was  nearly  ten  o’clock  when  Old  King  Brady  poked 
his  head  out  of  the  old  stone  vault. 

“Well,  I’ve  turned  the  trick,”  he  said.  , 

“You  have?”  Harry  exclaimed. 

“Yes.  Come  in.  We  will  explore  together  for  a  few 
minutes,  anyway.  You  have  heard  nothing  outside,  I 
suppose?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Every  instant  we  delay  makes  the  risk  greater.  Come 
on.” 

Harry  slipped  inside. 

Three'  stones  fastened  together  in  some  way  had  come 
forward. 

Behind  Harry  saw  an  iron  plate. 

There  was  plenty  of  room  for  a  man  to  crawl  through 
here. 

“Good!”  he  exclaimed.  “But  look  here,  the  spring  by 
which  this  works  is  nearly  new.” 

“Yes,  and  has  been  freshly  oiled.” 

“I  see  it  has.” 

“Have  you  attempted  to  go  further?” 

“No;  but  you  can  push  that  iron  back.  It  is  a  door. 
I  had  it  open.  It  swung  to.” 

Old  King  Brady  pushed  the  iron  door  back,  and  Harry 
crawled  through  into  an  inner  vault. 

The  door  was  made  of  thin  iron  plates,  and  was  full 
size,  and  consequently  much  larger  than  the  opening. 

“There  you  are!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  jubilantly, 
as  he  came  through  the  opening.  “There  is  not  the  least 
doubt  that  we  are  now  in  old  Randolph  Martense’s  secret 
vault.  This  place  was  built  years  and  years  ago.” 

This  chamber  under  the  little  hill  against  which  the 
old  stone  vault  had  been  built,  was  walled  up  with  cobble 
stones  on  all  sides,  the  onlyjireak  being  the  iron  door. 

The  roof  was  made  ol^cementT  and  carried  one  rusty 
iron  beam  running  through  the  middle. 'Jyw)  *£- 

The  floor,  like  that  of  the  main  vault,  was  made ‘of 
smooth  flag-stones. 

“This  is  a  very  carefully  constructed  place,”  remarked 
Old  King  Brady,  as  he  flashed  the  lantern  about.  “Its 
age  cannot  be  questioned.  Here  if  anywhere  the  diamonds 
should  be  found.” 

“But  the  coiners?  There  is  no  trace  of  their  out¬ 
fit.” 

“None.  "VVe  have  only  solved  one  of  the  secrets  of  the 
old  stone  vault.” 

“Shall  you  go  ahead  to-night?” 

“Yes,  I  think  so.  There  may  be  another  chamber  be- 

vond  this,  but  first  I  shall  examine  this  floor.  I  see  some 
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of  the  stones  are  quite  loosely  set.  That  one  next  to  you 
shows  indications  of  having  been  pried  up  many  times.  I 
shall  tackle  that  first.” 

“I  suppose  I  had  better  get  outside  again?” 

“Yes;  it  will  be  safer.  I  won’t  work  here  after  eleven 
pYlock  in  any  case.” 

Harry  returned  to  his  lonely  watch. 

“That  inside  vault  was  never  built  just  to  hide  diamonds 
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in,"  he  said  to  himself.  “I  wronder  why  the  old  fellow  went 
to  all  that  trouble.  I  suppose  we  shall  never  know  the 
true  reason.” 

The  moments  dragged  slowly  by. 

Another  half  hour  had  about  passed,  when  suddenly  a 
white  light  shone  out  among  the  trees. 

It  was  like  the  light  of  the  shadow. 

Instinctively  Harry  started  for  the  door. 

But  a  voice  checked  him. 

“Wait!”  it  called  in  suppressed  tones  from  among  the 

Tees. 

It  was  the  voice  of  the  shadow. 

Harry  waited. 

An  instant  later  and  the  man  appeared  at  the  entrance 
to  the  path. 

How  are  you  making  out?”  he  demanded. 

Old  King  Brady  has  found  an  inner  vault.” 

“Good!  Good!  Tell  him  to  quit  and  come  away.  I 
have  seen  the  ghosts  again!” 

“Ghosts!” 

“Yres,”  said  the  shadow,  waving  his  hand  'vaguely. 
“They  are  all  around  us.  One  flitted  through  the  trees 
here  a  few  minutes  ago.  You  did  not  see  him,  but  I  dick 
You  did  not  hear  him,  but  no  footstep  is  so  light  as  to 
escape  my  ears.  What  is  more,  he  saw  you.” 

“Ha!  We  are  being  watched?” 

“By  the  ghosts.  They  are  often  here.  It  is  not  the 
same  as  when  those  men  come.  They  are  dangerous 
enough,  but  the  ghosts  are  worse.  You  must  go.” 

Thus  saying,  he  waved  his  lantern  and  vanished  among 
the  trees. 

Harry  hurried  into  the  old  stone  vault. 

“Harry!  Come  in!  I  have  found  it!”  Old  King  Brady 
instantly  called  from  the  room  beyond. 

Harry  crawled  through  the  opening. 

There  stood  the  old  detective  holding  a  small  brass  box, 
green  with  rust. 

One  of  the  flagstones  had  been  turned  over — not  the  pne 
which  he  had  pointed  out  to  Harry,  but  on  the  other  side 
of  the  vault. 

“Quick,  Governor!  We  must  get  out  of  here,  our  friend 
the  shadow  says!”  Harry  exclaimed. 

The  iron  door  swung  to  with  a  loud  clang. 

“We  will  go,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “You  see  what 
I  have  found  in  the  hole  under  this  stone.” 

Don  t  let  s  wait.  The  shadow  talks  of  ghosts  flitting 
about.  Unless  he  is  away  off  we  are  being  watched  by 
someone. 
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Did  you  see  or  hear  anything?” 

'Not  a  thing.” 

It  is  probably  only  his  imagination.  I  will  close  this 
opening.  Then  we  will  go!” 

He  put  down  the  box  and  raised  the  stone,  dropping  it 
back  into  place. 

He  picked  up  the  box,  and  Harry  started  to  open  the 
door. 

To  his  utter  surprise  it  resisted  his  efforts. 
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“We  can't  escape;  the  door  is  fastened !”  gasped  Har¬ 
ry. 

A  <  rash  behind  Old  King  Brady  caused  him  to  turn,  still 
■‘lurching  his  lantern  and  the  treasure  box. 

Two  doors  in  the  wall  had  opened,  and  a  band  of  ghostly 
ligures  glided  into  the  vault. 


CHAPTER  X. 

CAPTURED 

Whatever  had  happened  to  the  iron  door,  there  was  no 
opening  it. 

The  Bradys  could  not  do  otherwise  than  face  the  ghost¬ 
ly  band. 

There  were  five  of  the  figures. 

Long  white  sheets  were  thrown  over  their  heads,  drop¬ 
ping  to  the  feet. 

They  were  gathered  in  about  the  throat,  and  thus  the 
faces  were  partly  concealed. 

But  such  childish  business  had  no  effect  upon  the 
Bradys,  of  course. 

They  knew  that  they  were  up  against  the  coiners  and 
nothing  else. 

For  a  moment  the  forms  stood  in  silence. 

Perhaps  they  expected  the  detectives  to  drop  dead,  but 
if  so  they  missed  their  mark. 

“Well?”  said  Old  King  Brady,  breaking  the  silence  at 
last,  “what  about  This?” 

“Vat  about  zis?  Vat  about  you?”  retorted  one  of  the 
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figures,  with  a  strong  foreign  accent.  “Vy  you  come  here? 
Vy  you  no  mind  your  own  beeznis?  Vere  you  geta  de  box? 

,  Vat  about  alia  dat?” 

“Open  the  door  and  let  ns  go.  We  have  no  business 
with  you,  and  you  should  have  none  with  us.” 

“Kota  so!  I  knowa  you.  You  vas  Old  King  detective 
Brady.  So  you  butta  in  den  you  die.  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

A  diabolical  laugh  followed  this  speech. 

Words  were  rapidly  spoken  in  some  foreign  language 
now. 

i  Instantly  the  speaker’s  four  companions  whipped  out 
long  knives  from  under  their  robes,  and  made  a  rush  at  the 
Bradys. 

It  was  a  critical  moment. 

Harry  would  have  drawn  his  revolver,  but  Old  King 
Brady  by  a  secret  sign  told  him  not  to  do  it. 

He  was  satisfied  that  this  was  mere  bluff,  and  so  it 
proved. 

Seeing  that  the  detectives  stood  motionless,  the  leader 
spoke  a  few  words,  upon  which  the  knives  disappear¬ 
ed. 

“Ha,  you  vas  so  brave  men!”  he  said.  “Ve  vill  nota 
a-killa  you  now.  To-morrow,  perhaps.  To-night  you  shall 
tdla  rne  vy  you  coma  here  and  vat  you  have  found  in  data 
box.  Valka  on,  Meester  Old  King  detective  Brady,  and 


3011,  too,  bo)\  So  you  shall  learn  more  secrets  of  dissa 
vault.” 

lo  attempt  resistance  would  have  been  mere  mad¬ 
ness. 

Yhe  four  figures  now  retreated  through  the  doors,  which 
were  just  two  boxes  in  which  the  cobblestones  had  been  set 
with  cement. 

The  mask,  as  we  shall  style  the  spokesman,  waving  the 
detectives  through,  they  passed  on  to  a  smaller  vault  be¬ 
yond,  which  was  constructed  in  much  the  same  style. 

The  four  had  vanished. 

The  Bradys  found  themselves  with  the  mask  alone 
when  the  doors  were  closed. 

This  room  was  rudely  furnished. 

There  was  a  table,  several  chairs,  an  old  lounge,  dishes., 
and  other  things. 

The  place  was  ventilated  by  an  earthen  pipe  extending 
through  the  roof. 

“Putta  down  de  box  anda  tella  me  all  about  eet!”  said 
the  mask. 

Old  King  Brady  dropped  the  box  on  the  table,  thank¬ 
ful  that  no  attempt  had  been  made  to  take  away  their 
revolvers. 

Still,  as  matters  stood,  they  would  scarcel}7  have  dared  to 
use  them. 

Although  the  four  were  invisible,  the  detectives  could 
not  doubt  that  they  were  close  at  hand. 

“What  about  de  box?  What  about  de  box?”  cried  the 
mask.  “Where  you  geta  him  ?  Speak.” 

“Found  it  under  the  floor  in  that  room,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady  calmly.  “If  you  ask  me  what  is  in  it,  then  I 
tell  you  I  don’t  know.” 

“But  why  you  coma  here?  Why?  You  hear  data  trea¬ 
sure  vas  buried?  Yes?  No?  Telia  all.” 

“We  heard  that  this  vault  was  very  old,  friend,”  said 
the  old  detective.  “We  made  up  our  minds  to  look  about 
here  and  see  what  we  could  find.  That  is  all.” 

“And  enough.  Understanda  me.  I  am  boss  here.  We 
want  no  one  to  looka  around.  In  dese  vaults  I  find  many 
old  tings.  So  I  finda  dem,  den  dey  vasa  mine.  Dis  vasa 
mine,  too.  I  am  boss  here.” 

Old  King  Brady  made  no  reply.  * 

He  was  utterly  at  a  loss  what  to  do. 

The  mask  picked  up  the  box  and  carefully  examined 
it. 

The  thing  was  made  of  wood  covered  over  with  thin 
brass  stamped  or  hammered  with  grotesque  figures  of  all 
sorts. 

It  was  evidently  old  Dutch  work. 

“You  gotta  de  key?  No?”  cried  the  mask,  shaking 
the  box. 

It  was  rather  heavy,  and  there  were  things  rattling  about 
inside. 

“No,  I  have  no  key,”  replied  the  detective.  j 

“You  cana  open  it?  Yes?  No?” 

“I  can  open  it  easy  enough  by  breaking  the  lock,”  was 
the  reply. 
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"Then  do  it.” 

Old  King  Brady  took  from  his  pocket  a  peculiar  tool, 
and  in  a  moment  had  pried  up  the  lid. 

Harry  and  the  mask  bent  forward,  curious  to  see  what 
was  inside. 

And  their  curiosity  was  promptly  gratified,  for  the  box 
.contained  a  handful  of  worthless  pebbles. 

Duly  this  and  nothing  more! 

•  'Old  King  Brady  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief. 

At  all  events  he  was  not  bestowing  a  box  of  diamonds 
upon  this  masked  coiner. 

If  the  treasure  existed,  it  still  remained  to  be  discov¬ 
ered. 

■“Vat  vas  dis?”  cried  the  mask.  “Noting  but  a  lot  of 

stones?” 

“So  it  seems.” 

“But  you  tink  to  find  someting  else?” 

“We  certainly  did.” 

“It  is  very  strange.” 

“You  know  as  much  as  I  do  about  it.” 

“But  I  must  know  more.” 

“I  can’t  tell  you  what  I  do  not  know.” 

“It  is  very  strange,  very  strange.” 

“Suppose  you  let  us  go  about  our  business  now,  seeing 
that  nothing  can  be  gained  by  keeping  us  here  any  long¬ 
er.” 

“No!  Say?” 

“Say  it.” 

“You  meeta  de  crazy  man?  He  tella  you  to  come 
here?” 

* 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  are  talking  about.” 

“I  believe  you  lie  big.  You  meeta  de  crazy  man.  He 
tella  you  to  come  here.” 

“I  think  you  are  the  crazy  man,  my  friend.  If  you 
were  a  wise  one  you  would  let  us  go.” 

“We  talka  dis  more  bimeby!” 

As  he  said  this  the  mask  suddenly  whipped  out  two 
revolvers  and  covered  the  detectives. 

Matters  were  evidently  coming  to  a  climax. 

“You  hava  dese  tings?  YYs?  No?”  the  fellow  ask¬ 
ed. 

“We  have,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

In  fact,  each  had  two  revolvers,  one  at  the  hip  and  the 
other  in  a  secret  pocket. 

“Puta  dem  on  de  table,”  came  the  order. 

The  detectives  each  laid  down  a  revolver. 

“You  gotta  knife?”  was  the  next. 

Each  laid  down  a  jack-knife. 

“Data  all?” 

“That’s  all.” 

“So  you  lie  den  you  die.” 

“No  lie — no  die.” 

“Go  over  by  de  vail.  Turn  your  pack.  Puta  up  youd 
hands  above  your  head  against  de  vail!” 

This  was  done. 

“No  looka  back!”  cried  the  mask.  “So  you  do  den 
you  die.” 


“All  right,  boss,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Hurry  up 
now  and  do  your  worst.” 

The  mask  chuckled. 
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“You  very  brava  man!  Very  brava  man!”  he  cried. 
“Too  bad  you  coma  here.” 

The  detectives  did  not  answer. 

In  a  moment  they  knew  that  the  four  had  re-entered  the 
vault,  although  so  noiseless  wTere  their  movements  that  it 
was  impossible  to  tell  from  where  or  how  they  had  come 
there. 

They  came  up  about  the  Bradys  and  began  to  search 
them. 

What  money  they  had  outside  their  secret  pockets  was 
taken,  together  with  a  few  other  things  of  little  ac¬ 
count. 

Then  the  order  came  to  put  their  hands  behind  their 
backs. 

This  meant  tying,  and  it  was  done. 

Their  legs  were  tied  together  next. 

This  done,  they  were  tumbled  over  on  the  floor. 

The  order  came  for  them  to  lay  face  downward  until 
they  had  time  to  count  two  hundred. 

Not  a  sound  was  heard,  but  when  Harry  rolled  over, 
after  having  religiously  counted  his  two  hundred  they  were 
the  only  occupants  of  the  vault. 

“Come,  we  have  made  a  nice  mess  of  this  business,” 
growled  Harry.  “Here  we  have  risked  our  lives  for  a  lot 
of  stones.” 

“It  is  very  strange  about  that,  Harry,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Do  you  imagine  that  box  had  been  disturbed  since  it 
was  originally  hidden?” 

“I  doubt  it.  It  lay  in  that  hole  beneath  the  stone,  half 
buried  in  the  earth.” 

“Did  you  raise  all  the  stones?” 

“Only  three.” 

“Nothing  under  the  one  which  you  thought  had  often 
been  raised  before?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Was  there  a  hole?” 

“Yes;  but  it  was  empty.”' 

“How  about  the  second  stone?” 

“There  was  no  hole  under  that.” 

‘  Perhaps  the  diamonds  were  under  the  first,  and  have 
been  taken  away?” 

It  may  be  so;  but  it  makes  little  difference  to  us 
now.” 

\\  bat  do  you  think  of  our  chances  with  these  fel¬ 
lows?” 

“Harry,  how  can  I  tell?  We  can  only  watch  and 
hope.” 

“Confound  them!  If  I  had  been  a  minute  quicker  we 
might  have  escaped.” 

“In  which  case  they  would  surely  have  attacked  us 
outside,  and  very  likely  have  killed  us.” 

“If  there  was  only  something  which  I  could  do,”  said 
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Harry,  who  was  fretting  more  than  is  usual  under  trying 
circumstances. 

“The  only  tiling  you  can  do  is  to  slip  the  cords  about 
your  hands  if  you  can.” 

‘"I  am  working  on  that  now.” 

“Any  hope?” 

“Can’t  say;  perhaps  I  may  succeed.” 

YYnmg  King  Brady’s  hands  are  unusually  small,  and, 
what  is  more,  he  has  a  trick  of  compressing  them,  which 
often  enables  him  to  slip  cords  when  bound. 

The  mask  had  carried  away  the  lantern,  and  they  were 
entirely  in  the  dark. 
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“How  are  you  getting  along?”  asked  Old  King  Brady, 
after  a  minute. 

“I  think  I  am  going  to  make  it,  Governor;  but  even  if 
I  succeed,  do  you  think  we  are  going  to  be  able  to  open 
that  secret  door?” 

“'Of  course!  We  must  do  it.” 

“Then  there  is  the  other  door.” 

“'I  can’t  understand  what  fastened  it.” 

“Probably  its  fastening  is  connected  in  some  way  with 
the  turning  stone.  One  of  the  coiners  may  have  pushed 
the  stone  back  in  place,  and  so  closed  the  door.” 

“It  is  possible.  How  is  it  now?” 

“Done!” 

“Your  hands  are  free?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good!  You  have  a  knife  in  your  secret  pocket,  I  sup¬ 
pose?”  { 

“Yes.” 

“Be  quick.” 

“I  am  working  as  fast  as  I  can.  Confound  it!  I  can’t 
seem  to  find  the  knife.” 

“Take  your  time.”  . 

“Just  now  you  told  me  to  be  quick.” 

“Oh,  any  old  way,  Harry!  You  are  singularly  fussy  to¬ 
night.” 

“I’ve  got  the  knife!  Hello!  They  are  beginning  their 
work.” 

A  singular  clanking  noise  was  heard,  and  the  floor  began 
to  tremble. 

“It  is  a  small  coining  press,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“There  is  clearly  a  vault  beneath  this.” 

“Free  at  last!”  cried  Harry,  in  suppressed  tones,  and  he 
sprang  to  his  feet. 

“I’ll  cut  you  loose  now,”  he  exclaimed. 

“Before  you  do  it  see  if  you  can  open  those  doors, 
Harry.” 

“They  may  see  light  if  I  get  out  my  lantern.  Govern¬ 
or.” 

“Great  Scott,  boy,  we  have  got  to  take  our  chances!  Get 
busy  and  do  it  quick.” 

Fortunately  Young  King  Brady  had  his  lantern  in  one 
of  the  secret  pockets. 

He  got  it  out  and  flashed  it  upon  the  doors. 

What  the  original  secret  spring  may  have  been  it  is  hard 
to  say. 
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Harry  saw  that  the  doors  were  hung  on  new  hinges,  and" 
that  there  was  a  new  spring  lock  of  peculiar  pattern  secur¬ 
ing  the  doors  on  his  side. 

He  pressed  it,  but  there  was  nothing  doing. 

.Pressing  still  harder,  the  doors  flew  outward. 

The  movement  was  so  sudden  that  Harry  went  with 
the  doors,  and  fell  sprawling  upon  the  floor  of  the  other 
vault. 

His  lantern  was  extinguished,  of  course. 

He  heard  Old  King  Brady  give  a  sudden  exclama¬ 
tion. 

He  did  not  speak  again,  however. 

Harry  scrambled  to  his  feet  and  groped  for  his  lan¬ 
tern. 

“That’s  the  time  I  got  it  in  the  neck,”  he  growled. 

No  answer. 

“I  can’t  find  the  lantern,  Governor!  Be  with  you  in  a 
minute.  Oh,  yes!  Here  it  is.” 

The  lantern  was  uninjured,  and  Harry  turned  and 
flashed  it  into  the  inner  vault. 

“For  heaven  sake,  what  has  become  of  the  Governor?” 
he  gasped. 

Old  King  Brady  had  disappeared! 


CHAPTER  XI. 

MYSTERIOUS  DISAPPEARANCE  OF  OLD  KING  BRADY. 

For  the  moment  Harry  stood  confounded. 

What  had  become  of  the  old  detective? 

He  had  heard  no  noise — not  a  sound! 

True,  he  had  been  making  a  lot  of  noise  himself,  which 
might  well  have  drowned  other  sounds. 

“The  coiners  must  have  snaked  him  away  somehow,”  he 
thought.  “But  if  so  why  on  earth  did  they  leave  me  free 
to  get  out  and  sound  the  alarm  ?” 

Here  was  the  mystery. 

And,  indeed,  there  seemed  to  be  no  end  to  the  mysteries- 
and  secrets  of  the  old  stone  vault. 

If  Harry  had  gone  back  into  the  interior  vault  he  would 
probably  have  very  suddenly  been  made  aware  of  what 
had  become  of  the  old  detective.  \ 

As  it  was,  he  contented  himself  with  flashing  the  lan¬ 
tern  and  looking  in. 

“Of  course,  it  is  the  coiners;  for  some  reason  they  have 
taken  the  Governor  and  left  me  out,”  he  thought. 

Something  had  to  be  done,  and  that  on  the  instant^ 

too. 

“I  need  help  here.  I  am  going  for  the  police.” 

It  was  probably  the  wisest  decision,  all  things  consid¬ 
ered. 

Old  King  Brady’s  ability  to  take  care  of  himself  is  un¬ 
limited. 

“The  Governor  will  jolly  them  along  for  a  little  while. 
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sure,”  thought  Harry.  "lres,  I’ll  go  for  the  police  right 
now. 

"That  is,  if  I  can  get  out  through  that  confounded 
door,”  he  added. 

He  turned  to  tackle  it  when  all  of  a  sudden  the  iron  door 
swung  back  of  its  own  accord. 

At  the  same  instant  a  white  light  shone  in  the  opening 
between  the  stones,  and  there  was  the  face  of  the  shadow 
behind. 

"Good  man!”  muttered  Young  King  Brady,  springing 

forward. 

"  I  *>/'•  -  I 

"You  are  alive?”  whispered  the  shadow. 

"Yes,  yes!  You  are  just  in  time.  Pull  back!  Let  me 
get  out  of  this.” 

"Where  is  Old  King  Brady?” 

"Something  has  happened.  He  is  gone.” 

"It  is  the  ghosts,”  murmured  the  shadow,  drawing  back. 
"I  knew  something  would  happen.  I  told  you  so.” 

The  passage  clear,  Young  King  Brady  lost  not  an  in¬ 
stant  in  getting  through. 

The  vault  door  was  open,  and  the  way  was  clear  be¬ 
yond. 

Harry  went  outside,  pulling  the  door  shut,  but  not  lock¬ 
ing  it.  ^ 

The  shadow  had  retreated  some  little  distance,  and  stood 
there.” 

"Tell  me  about  it!”  he  said  eagerly.  "Did  Old  King 
Brady  find  the  diamonds  before  the  ghosts  carried  him 
off?” 

"Let  us  get  back  out  of  sight  and  then  I  will  tell  you 
all  about  it,”  replied  Harry. 

Although  he  felt  that  he  had  not  an  instant  to  lose,  he 
wanted  to  hear  what  Billups  had  to  tell. 

The  shadow  retreated  along  the  path,  swinging  his 
lantern.  / 

"Please  put  that  thing  out,”  said  Harry,  following. 
"It  is  sure  to  get  us  into  trouble.” 

"They  don’t  mind  my  white  light.  They  are  used  to  it. 
They  never  interfere  with  me.” 

"You  promised  that  you  would  do  what  we  told  you. 
Old  King  Brady  has  got  himself  into  trouble  on  your  ac¬ 
count,  The  least  you  can  do  is  to  do  as  I  ask  you,  and 
help  me  to  help  him.” 

"Ko;  I  won’t  put  the  light  out.  I  always  use  it  in  these 
woods.  The  ghosts  know  it.  Those  men  know  it.  They 
never  bother  me.” 

"You  have  met  and  talked  with  them?”  demanded 
Harry. 

"I  never  talk  with  them.  They  don’t  bother  me,  and  I 
never  bother  them.  I  won’t  put  out  the  light.” 

Time  was  being  wasted. 

Harry  was  in  despair. 

"I  am  sroing  away  now,”  he  said.  "But  I  shall  be  back 
again.  I - ” 

"Wait.” 

"Well?” 


"Tell  me  what  happened.  You  found  something  in 

there  ?” 

"We  found  a  brass  box  hidden  under  the  pavement. 
It  was  filled  with  stones.” 

"Diamonds?” 

"No,  no!  Just  common  stones.” 

"Oh!  And  the  ghosts  caught  Old  King  Brady?” 

"The  ghosts,  as  you  call  them,  caught  us  both.  I  man¬ 
aged  to  get  away.  When  I  started  to  look  for  Old  King 
Brady  he  had  disappeared.” 

"The  ghosts  carried  him  off.  It  is  too  bad.  We  shall 
never  find  the  diamonds  now,  and  yet  I  dreamed  that  Old 
King  Brady  found  them,  and  mv  dreams  always  come 
true.” 

"I  must  go,  Mr.  Billups.  I  can’t  stay  here.” 

"Where  will  you  go?  Don’t  you  want  to  try  and  find 
Old  King  Brady?  That  is  what  you  ought  to  do,”  said 
the  shadow. 

Harry  did  not  dare  tell  the  man  that  he  was  going  for 
the  police,  for  he  could  not  tell  what  crazy  tiling  he  would 
do. 

"That  is  what  I  want,”  he  said.  "I  have  a  plan.  I’ll 
explain  it  to  you  later,  but  now  I  must  go  away.” 

"Come  with  me.  I  will  show  you  the  hole  where  the 
ghosts  go  back  into  the  center  of-  the  earth.  That  is  where 
all  ghosts  live,  you  know.” 

Here  was  something  definite. 

"Another  way  into  the  undiscovered  vault,  the  coiners’ 
den!”  Harry  thought. 

Was  it  worth  while  to  humor  the  man  and  make  this 
discovery? 

Harry  decided  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  to  do  it, 
anyhow. 

At  least  it  would  give  the  police  a  chance  to  make  their 
raid. 

"Is  it  far?”  he  asked. 

“Yot  very  far.  Only  a  little  way.  Probably  they  have 
carried  Old  King  Brady  with  them.  If  that  is  so  I  don’t 
believe  they  will  bring  him  out  again  to-night.  They 
might  to-morrow  night,  though.” 

"Well,  I’ll  go.  Lead  the  way.” 

It  was  impossible  to  tell  how  much  the  man  knew. 

His  strange  way  of  expressing  himself  prevented  that. 

Back  out,”  said  Billups.  "We  have  to  go  on  the  other 
side  of  the  vault.  Y  ou  must  not  attempt  to  come  too  near 
me.” 

Harry  returned  to  the  vault. 

He  could  still  feel  the  ground  trembling. 

idently  the  coiners  were  working  their  press. 

"Singular  they  don’t  come  after  me?”  thought  Harry. 

(Lie  would  think  that  my  escape  would  have  put  them  all 
on  the  run.  I  can't  understand  it  at  all.” 

1  he  shadow  glided  past  him  and  ascended  the  little  hill 
against  which  the  vault  was  built. 

Harry  followed  him  down  the  hill  on  the  other  side. 

"The  hole  is  here,”  said  the  shadow,  halting.  “It  is 
here  somewhere.  Let  me  see?  1  forget.  I  forget  every- 
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thing  in  these  days.  I  saw  them  come  out  of  a  hole 
somewhere  near  here.  Yes,  I  did;  yes,  I  did!  Where  is  it? 
Where  is  it?  So  strange  that  I  can’t  tell.” 

“He  knows  nothing,”  thought  Young  King  Brady,  be¬ 
ginning  to  lose  all  patience  with  the  madman. 

“Look  here,”  he  exclaimed,  ‘Mid  you  come  into  the  vault 
to  find  us?” 

“Yes,  certainly.  You  did  not  come  out,  so,  finding  the 
door  open,  I  went  in.” 

“’Did  you  fasten  the  iron  door?” 

“  What  iron  door  ?” 

“Beyond  the  hole  in  the  stones  where  you  looked 

in. 

“I  didn’t  touch  the  door.  You  opened  it  and  I  saw 
you.” 

“Did  any  of  those  men  go  in  after  us?” 

“Yes;  one  went  in  just  a  minute  after  you.  He  came 
right  out  again,  though,  and  went  over  the  hill.” 

“Did  he  lock  the  door?” 

“I  saw  him  lock  it,  yes;  just  the  same  it  was  unlocked 
when  I  tried  it  afterwards.” 

“He  thought  he  locked  it,”  reflected  Harry.  “Our  us¬ 
ing  the  skeleton  key  hampered  the  lock.  They  must  think 
it  is  locked  now.  They  must  imagine  that  I  am  in  there. 
I  can’t  understand  the  situation  at  all.” 

“If  you  can’t  find  the  hole  I  must  go,”  he  added  aloud. 
“There  is  no  use  in  staying  here.” 

“Let  me  look!  Let  me  look!  Perhaps  I  can  find 
it.” 

“I’ll  give  you  three  minutes.  Then  I  go.” 

The  shadow  shuffled  about,  but  he  met  with  no  suc¬ 
cess. 

“I’m  off!”  said  Harry  at  last.  “Come  now,  like  a  good 
man,  and  light  me  down  to  the  lane!” 

“No  need  of  that!  Surrender,  you  blame  body-snatch¬ 
ers!”  a  loud  voice  suddenly  shouted. 

There  was  a  rush  from  among  the  trees,  and  nine  men 
armed  with  revolvers  jumped  out. 

The  shadow  dropped  the  lantern,  gave  a  wild  yell,  and 
started  on  the  run. 

At  the  same  instant  one  of  the  men  fired. 

There  was  a  sharp  cry.  x 

Harry  threw  up  his  hands. 

He  saw  that  these  were  certainly  not  the  coiners. 

Either  they  were  detectives  or  the  cemetery  employees. 

“Don’t  shoot!  I  am  a  detective!”  he  cried.  “I  am  here 
on  legitimate  business,  and  am  known  to  Mr.  Smith, 
also!” 

“Stop  that  firing!”  shouted  one  of  the  men,  who  seem¬ 
ed  to  be  in  command.  “We  don’t  want  any  of  it  unless  it 
is  necessary.  Chase  up  that  other  fellow,  some  of  you. 
Y .  attend  to  this  man.” 

Then  they  closed  about  Harry  threateningly,  while  three 
of  them  dashed  into  the  woods  in  the  direction  taken  by 

ti  e  Brad  v-’  mysterious  shadow. 

«/  «/ 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Toung  King  Brady  tried  his  best  to  straighten  matters 
out. 

He  met  with  but  poor  success. 

The  leader  of  his  captors  would  not  let  him  get  a  word 
in  edgeways. 

'  He  swore  and  berated  him  for  a  body-snatcher,  threat¬ 
ening  all  sorts  of  things. 

“Will  you  let  me  speak!”  cried  Harry,  angrily.  “I  am  a 
detective.  I  am  Young  King  Brady.  You  have  prob¬ 
ably  heard  of  the  Bradys.  There  is  my  shield!  I  demand 
to  know  your  name.  I  won’t  stand  for  such  talk  as  you  are 
putting  up.” 

“I  wouldn’t  believe  a  dozen  shields!  No  doubt  vou  stole 
the  one  you  have  got.  As  for  you  being  Young  King 
Brady,  that’s  a  lie  on  the  face  of  it.” 

“And  why?” 

“Because  it  was  Young  King  Brady  who  told  us  that 
you  fellows  were  monkeying  about  here.” 

“I  was  with  Mr.  Smith  in  the  old  Martense  vault  this 
morning.  It  was  he  himself  wflio  discovered  the  mud  trail 
on  the  floor.” 

This  remark  turned  the  scale  in  Harry’s  favor. 

“Say,  looker  here,  you  couldn’t  have  known  that  unless 
you  really  were  Young  King  Brady,”  the  fellow  finally 
admitted. 

“That  is  who  I  am.” 

“Even  so,  you  have  no  business  prowling  about  the  ceme¬ 
tery  at  midnight.  If  you  have  work  to  do  here  you  ought 
to  have  got  a  permit  from  the  office.” 

“Great  Scott,  man!  When  a  detective  is  chasing  a  band 
of  dangerous  coiners  does  he  stop  to  holler  for  permits? 
Have  some  sense.” 

“Say,  you  don’t  mean  that?” 

“I  mean  just  that.” 

“Who  was  that  fellow  with  you?” 

“A  half-crazy  tramp  who  holds  out  in  the  old  Martense 
house.  He  put  me  wise  to  the  game.” 

“Well,  come;  I  take  it  all  back.  Put  me  wise.  I’ll  help 
you  out.” 

“It  may  be  too  late  to  help  me  out  now;  still,  I  want 
help,  and  must  have  it.  So  I  accept  yours  gladly.  What 
is  your  name?” 

“I’m  a  Smith,  too.  The  one  you  met  was  my  brother 
Billy.  I  am  Paul.” 

“That’s  all  right.  Now  we  understand  each  other.  There 
are  secret  chambers  alongside  the  old  Martense  vault,  and 
under  it.  There  is  a  gang  of  counterfeiters  at  work  there 
now.  They  have  captured  Old  King  Brady,  and  we  want 
to  rescue  him  and  capture  them.” 

“But  how  did  it  happen?  Tell  me  all  about  it.  Then 
I  will  know  just  what  to  do.  We  thought  it  was  body- 
snatchers,  and  I  was  sent  here  to  watch.” 
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“And  seeing  that  fellow’s  light  you  promptly  jumped  at 
the  conclusion  that  we  were  the  body  snatchers,  and  jump¬ 
ed  on  us.” 

“That  is  it.  I  admit  that  I  made  a  mistake.” 

Harry  rapidly  told  a  story  of  their  doings. 

It  omitted  all  reference  to  the  diamonds,  of  course,  and 
dealt  only  with  the  coiners. 

Meanwhile  the  men  returned  with  the  report  that  they 
could  not  find  anything  of  the  shadow. 

“And  you  won’t  find  him,”  said  Harry.  “He  is  as  slip¬ 
pery  as  an  eel.  The  chances  are  none  of  us  will  ever  see 
him  again.” 

“Well,  he  can’t  stop  in  the  old  Martense  house,”  de¬ 
clared  Paul.  “I’ll  blame  soon  break  all  that  up.” 

“We  want  to  get  busy,”  said  Young  King  Brady.  “The 
coiners  are  liable  to  do  up  my  partner  at  any  minute,  if 
they  have  not  already  done  so.  Are  you“r  boys  good  to 
tackle  the  gang?” 

“They  certainly  are,”  replied  Paul. 

And  they  looked  it. 

A  lustier  lot  of  big  Germans  Harry  had  seldom  seen. 

“Of  course,  we  can  get  into  the  secret  vault  I  am  tell¬ 
ing  you  about  and  tackle  the  job  that  way,”  he  said,  “but 
if  we  could  find  this  hole  the  tramp  spoke  of  it  would  be 
the  easiest  way.  The  den  of  these  coiners  is  underground. 
As  I  tell  you,  one  can  feel  the  earth  tremble  from  the 
movement  of  their  press.” 

“Let’s  look  for  the  hole.  You  must  take  me  into  the 
vault  afterwards,  though,  and  show  me  those  secret  cham¬ 
bers.  I  shall  want  to  see  the  whole  business.” 

“We  have  got  a  big  contract  on  our  hands  to  capture 
the  coiners  first.  If  we  come  out  of  that  all  right  I’ll 
show  you  everything  we  discovered.” 

“Blame  strange  that  we  never  knew,  of  those  secret 
chambers.” 

“Not  at  all.  Yrou  people  never  thought  of  such  a 
thing  existing  there,  and  so  never  looked  for  them,  I  sup¬ 
pose.” 

“That’s  about  the  size  of  it,”  replied  Paul  Smith,  add¬ 
ing  : 

“Come,  let’s  jump  in  and  see  what  we  can  find  around 
here.” 

“Be  on  the  alert  now,”  said  Harry.  “They  are  liable  to 
come  out  on  us  any  instant.” 

“We’ll  be  ready  for  them,”  was  the  reply.  “Don’t  you 

fret.” 

The  men  had  four  lanterns  with  them,  and  these  were 
now  lighted,  and  the  search  began. 

“Keep  around  the  base  of  this  little  hill,”  said  Harry. 
“My  idea  is  that  it  ij  artificial,  and  was  built  up  by  some 
old  Martense  a  hundred  years  ago.” 

Paul  grunted,  not  seeming  to  take  much  stock  in  this 
theory,  but  he  took  Harry’s  advice  just  the  same,  and  the 
search  was  made  around  the  base  of  the  hill. 

“Hold  on!”  cried  narry,  who  was  using  his  own  lan¬ 
tern  and  kept  with  Paul.  “Surelv  this  is  something  like  a 
path.” 


He  flashed  his  lantern  down  upon  the  ground  at  their 
feet. 

“It’s  a  trail,  and  it  leads  in  among  those  bushes,”  he 
added.  “Come  on!” 

A  few  steps  brought  them  to  the  base  of  the  hill. 

Here,  against  it,  lay  a  big  flat  stone,  and  against  this 
stone  ended  the  path,  which  was  nothing  more  than  a  slight 
treading  down  of  the  grass. 

Harry  seized  the  stone  and  turned  it  over. 

Behind  it  wras  a  hole  amply  big  enough  for  a  man  to 
crawl  through,  leading  into  the  hill. 

“By  jove,  that’s  what  it  is;  a  regular  burrow,”  said  Paul. 
“It  has  been  recently  made,  too.  You  can  see  where  they 
have  piled  up  the  dirt  they  took  out.  There  is  grass  grow¬ 
ing  on  it,  but  I  don’t  believe  it  is  older  than  this  spring, 
either.” 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  “what’s  the  word?  Any  of  your 
bunch  want  to  crawl  in  there  and  tackle  a  lot  of  coin¬ 
ers?” 

“I  don’t,  for  one,”  grinned  Paul.  “That’s  a  sure 
thing.” 

“Nor  do  I.  Nor  do  we  have  to.” 

“What  then?” 

“Station  your  men  here  behind  the  trees.  You  and  I 
will  go  into  the  vault  and  kick  up  a  row,  holler,  and  bang 
about,  calling  out  about  counterfeiters.  That  will  send 
the  gang  flying  out  this  way,  and  then  your  men  nab  ’em — 
see?” 

“By  jove,  that’s  a  clever  idea!  I  believe  it  will  work, 
too.  I  offer  one  amendment.” 

“Well?” 

“Either  you  or  I  should  stay  here  and  boss  the  cap¬ 
ture.” 

“I  think  not.  I  shall  have  to  go  to  the  vault  in  anv 
case.  You  better  go  with  me,  and  leave  your  men  to  do 
the  fighting.” 

“Well,  if  you  say  so.” 

“The  risk  is  equally  great  either  way.  Remember,  we 
are  liable  to  run  up  against  this  outfit  in  the  vault,  you 
know.” 

“How  many  are  there  of  them?” 

“Five.” 

“And  we  have  eight  men  here.” 

“What  is  more,  only  one  can  come  out  at  a  time.” 

“I  see  the  point.  It  shall  be  as  vou  sav.” 

Paul  then  called  the  men  together  and  explained  the 
situation. 

They  raised  no  objection. 

In  fact,  they  rather  seemed  to  enjoy  the  prospect  of  a 
fight. 

“Shall  we  shoot  ’em,  boss,  if  they  draw  on  us?”  one 
asked. 

“Certainly;  you  will  have  to,”  replied  Paul. 

“And  the  Bradys  will  stand  behind  you.”  added  Harrv. 
“We  are  special  agents  of  the  Secret  Service  Bureau,  and 
counterfeiters  come  right  in  our  line.” 
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It  was  thus  arranged,  and  Harry  returned  to  the  vault 
w;th  Paul. 

Everything  was  precisely  as  he  had  left  it. 

The  iron  door  was  shut,  and  "when  Harry  tried  to  push 
it  open  it  resisted. 

Young  King  Brady  flashed  his  lantern  upon  it,  and 
saw  that  it  bound  against  the  stonework  at  the  top. 

By  pushing  in  another  place  it  readily  yielded,  and  they 

passed  on. 

The  floor  of  the  vault  still  trembled. 

Evidently  the  coiners  were  working  their  press  for  all  it 
was  worth. 

They  pushed  through,  to  the  inner  vault,  Paul  walking 
ahead. 

cmddenly  he  gave  a  yell,  and  Harry  saw  two  of  the 
long  flag-stones  of  the  floor  drop  beneath  his  feet. 

Paul  vanished  like  a  shot. 

“Great  Scott!”  thought  Young  King  Brady.  “That’s 
how  the  Governor  went!” 

He  stood  for  a  moment  uncertain  what  to  do. 

Then  in  an  instant  he  saw  another  stone  over  in  the 
other  corner  of  the  vault  drop. 

“The  coiners!”  thought  Harry. 

“Come  on,  officers!”  he  shouted.  “Here  they  are! 
Quick!  Shoot  them  down  if  they  resist.” 

He  just  saw  the  top  of  a  man’s  head  appear  at  the 
opening. 

It  vanished  on  the  instant. 

Twice  Harry  fired  his  revolver  in  the  air,  and  continued 
shouting. 

Then  he  advanced  to  the  opening,  and  looked  down 
below. 

There  was  a  ladder  leading  into  another  vault  be¬ 
low. 

The  place  was  dark  and  silent. 

“By  jove,  they  have  skipped  already,”  thought  Harry. 
“I  hope  those  grave-diggers  get  them — that’s  all.” 

Meanwhile  the  secret  vault  was  anything  but  silent 
now. 

A  muffled  voice  was  calling  lustily : 

“Hey!  Help!  Let  me  out  of  this!  Hello!” 

Harry  got  down  on  his  hands  and  knees,  and  crawled 
over  to  the  tipping  stone,  pressing  it  down. 

“Harry!” 

It  was  Old  King  Brady’s  voice  calling  now. 

“Oh,  you  are  there,  Governor?” 

“Yes.” 

“All  right?” 

“Xot  hurt  a  bit.” 

“And  you,  Mr.  Smith.” 

“0.  K.,  but  I  want  to  get  out.” 

“I’ll  fix  it  in  a  second.  The  coiners  have  gone.” 

Ham'  flashed  his  lantern  down. 

He  :-aw  below  a  vault  about  eight  feet  deep,  filled  with 
alJ  >orU  of  things. 


!  _  .V 

Old  King  Brady,  still  bound,  lay  upon  an  old  mattress; 
Paul  was  standing  beside  him. 

“Yes,  here  I  am,”  said  the  old  detective.  “It  is  a 
wonder  this  gentleman  did  not  drop  on  my  head;  it  was  a 
narrow  shave,  I  can  tell  you.” 

Harry  let  go  of  the  stone,  which,  controlled  by  some 
system  of  weights,  immediately  swung  back  into  place 
again. 

He  now  descended  the  ladder,  flashing  his  lantern  before, 
him. 

Here  was  another  vault,  larger  than  all  the  rest. 

It  was  deserted.  i 

In  one  corner  was  a  small  coining  press;  there  was  also* 
a  furnace  with  a  pot  of  molten  silver  simmering  upon  it,, 
and  many  other  things  which  conclusively  showed  that  the 
place  was  a  counterfeiter’s  den. 

But  more  prominent  than  all  the  rest,  stood  out  a  big 
pile  of  struck  half  dollars  in  a  box  which  rested  upon  the 
floor. 

Harry  caught  up  an  iron  bar,  and  hurried  up  the  lad¬ 
der,  which  he  pulled  up  after  him. 

With  the  bar  he  braced  back  the  turning  stone,  and 
lowered  the  ladder. 

Meanwhile  Paul  had  cut  the  old  detective  free,  and  they 
both  ascended  to  the  room  above. 

“I  went  down  like  a  shot,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But 
for  that  old  mattress  I  should  be  a  dead  one  now,  all 
J  right.” 

“We  must  get  around  and  see  if  the  coiners  have  been 
captured,”  said  Paul.  “We  can’t  stay  talking  here.  We 
will  come  back  and  look  bver  this  outfit  later  on.” 

They  hurriedly  left  the  place,  and  ran  over  the  little 
hill. 

Harry’s  plan  had  worked  like  a  charm. 

All  five  men  had  been  taken,  and  not  a  shot  had  been 
fired. 

The  first  three  were  caught  before  the  others  realized 
what  was  going  on. 

Even  then  the  others  came  out  of  the  hole  meekly 
enough,  feeling  sure  that  they  were  being  followed  up 
from  behind. 

Old  King  Brady  questioned  them. 

They  proved  to  be  Syrians,  as  he  had  supposed  them 
to  be. 

The  leader  was  white  with  fear,  and  immediately  made 
offers  to  turn  State’s  evidence. 

The  Bradys  went  with  them  across  the  cemetery  to  the 
police  station  near  the  Cypress  Hills,  gate,  where  they  were 
locked  up. 

Paul  was  now  for  returning  to  the  vault,  in  spite  of  the 
lateness  of  the  hour.- 

The  Bradys  went  back  with  him,  and  a  thorough  exami¬ 
nation  of  the  premises  was  made. 

The  ghostly  costumes  were  discovered,  and  many  things 
of  interest  turned  up  in  the  den,  all  of  which  went  to 
show  that  the  plant  had  been  operated  for  some  little 
time.  , 
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THE  BRADYS’  MYSTERIOUS  SHADOW. 


The  secret  vault  into  which  Old  King  Brady  and  Raul 
had  fallen  was  next  examined. 

This  was  quite  a  different  proposition. 

Clearly  here  also  had  been  a  counterfeiter’s  plant,  but  it 
was  immensely  old. 

Moulds  were  discovered,  pieces  of  copper,  and  ingots  of 

gold  and  silver. 

The  moulds  were  for  the  coining  of  the  old  Spanish 
“pieces  of  eight”  and  smaller  coins.  One  mould  was  for 
the  gold  “Joes”  which  circulated  in  colonial  times. 

Besides  these  things  there  were  two  boxes  containing 
counterfeit  gold  and  silver  coins  which  matched  the 
moulds  and  were  all  of  ancient  date. 

“So  old  Randolph  Martense  was  a  counterfeiter  him¬ 
self,”  remarked  Harry,  as  they  prepared  to  leave  the  old 
vault. 

“So  it  would  seem,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “But  now  Sreen 
let  me  see  what  made  that  stone  fall  as  it  did.” 

A  brief  examination  solved  this  problem. 

The  two  stones  were  welded  together  by  an  iron  brace. 

They  were  moved  by  weights,  and  turned  on  two  pins 
set  in  the  adjoining  stones. 

The  whole  had  been  operated  by  means  of  a  secret 
spring  which  worked  against  an  iron  bolt. 

And  this  bolt  was  rusted  completely  through. 


“Oh,  understand  me,  I  don’t  say  it  is  so,  but  I  believe 
it.” 

“What  do  vou  mean?” 

%/ 

“Did  you  observe  me  slipping  that  odd  little  leather  box 
into  my  pocket  while  we  were  examining  the  outfit  in 
Randolph  Martense’s  bad  money  shop?” 

“Why,  yes.  You  remarked  to  Paul  that  you  wanted 
some  momento  of  the  case,  and  that  you  thought  you 
would  take  that.” 

“Well,  Harry,  I  opened  that  box;  it  is  certainly  full  of 
sparklers  of  some  sort.  But  here  we  are  at  the  old  house, 
and  now'  to  see  what  I  have  really  got.” 

They  turned  in  at  the  door,  and  seating  themselves  on 
the  step  while  Harry  held  the  lantern  Old  King  Brady 
opened  the  box. 

It  was  filled  with  glittering  stones,  red,  white,  blue,  and 


They  look  genuine,  and  I  believe  they  are,”  said  Old 


King  Bradv.  “And  now  let’s  go  home.” 

O  «/  o 


❖ 


* 


* 
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Old  King  Brady  vras  right. 

Diamonds,  emeralds,  rubies  and  sapphires. 

Such  proved  to  be  the  contents  of  the  little  leather 
box. 

Old  King  Brady  submitted  them  to  a  John  street  gem 


It  was  three  o’clock  in  the  morning  when  they  finally  j  dealer,  who  pronounced  them  genuine,  and  offered  $30,- 


left  the  old  stone  vault  and  parted  from  Paul. 


000  for  the  lot,  for  some  of  the  diamonds  w'ere  heavy 


“Well,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady,  as  they  started  > old  mine  stones 


along  the  path  toward  the  old  Martense  house,  “we  did 
manage  to  clean  that  job  up  in  pretty  good  shape  after 
all,  though  while  I  lay  down  there  a  prisoner  I  never  e(p 
thought  we  should.” 

“It  is  one  of  the  most  peculiar  cases  we  ever  tackled,” 
replied  Harry,  “and  what  is  puzzling  me  now  is  to  know 
what  has  become  of  the  shadow.” 

“That  is  up  to  you.” 

“There  was  method  in  his  madness  after  all,  it  would 


Old  King  Brady  turned  them  over  to  blind  Miss  ]\Jar- 
tense,  who  subsequently  sold  them  for  the  sum  nam- 


seem. 

u 


Decidedly,  yes.  He  may  have  come  across  some  of 
old  Randolph  Martense’s  papers  in  Holland.  It  is  hard  to 
say. 


u 


:And  you  give  up  the  diamonds? 

“Hot  at  all.” 

“Then  it  would  seem  that  to-night  would  be  the  time 
to  search  for  them.  If  the  cemetery  people  once  get  to 
pawing  things  over  down  there,  and  they  are  bound  to  do 
it  before  we  can  get  around,  then  there  is  small  chance  of 
our  ever  seeing  the  diamonds,  providing  that  they  really 
exist.” 

“I  don’t  know  about  that,  Harry.”  • 

“Can  you  doubt  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“On  what  grounds?” 

“On  the  grounds  that  T  believe  I  have  got  the  diamonds 
in  my  pocket  at  the  present  time.” 

“Great  Scott,  Governor!  You  don’t  mean  it!” 


Out  of  this  the  Bradys  received  a  liberal  reward. 

The  counterfeiters  all  got  long  terms  in  prison,  and  the 
detectives  came  into  the  government  reward  for  their  cap¬ 
ture. 

The  days  passed,  and  nothing  was  heard  of  Mr.  Billups, 
until  one  day  about  two  weeks  later  a  dead  man  was  found 
among  the  bushes  not  far  from  the  secret  vault. 

The  corpse  showed  a  revolver  wound  in  the  left  side  in 
the  region  of  the  heart.  * 

It  was  the  Bradys’  Mysterious  Shadow. 

THE  END. 
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THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  BE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 
IfROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIVE 
$ENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square  N  V 


MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
iiseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Sugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
&  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
&nd  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 

Hugo  Koch,  A.  C,  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE. — Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
Imding  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
l&gether  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
Illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
TA  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
Sor  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
&odk  for  boy3,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
PWDd  the  most  popular  'manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated, 
G.  Stansfield  Hicks.  *.• 

-/  FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
tfcmtaining  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  mean- 
lag  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
fend  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
ftfom  the  little  child  to  the  .aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
jives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
fche  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
®r  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated,  By  A.  Ands»*son. 

1  ATHLETIC. 

No.  e.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. — Giving  full  in- 
fllruction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
Wealthy  muscle ;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
fjQ  th’s  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art:  of  self-defense  made  easy, 
f^ontaining  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
Ghese  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
‘Without  an  instructor.  a, 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
Instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
<4  handy  and  useful  book. 

No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE.— Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword ;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  Illustrations,  giving  the  best 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

*  "  '  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
•xplanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
o.eight-of-hand ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  t.he  use  of 
specially  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Uaffner.  Illustrated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Err 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  ;’- 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 

MAGIC, 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book; 
as  it  will  both,  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic ■’exinanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  -  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS. — Containing  ovei 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain 
ing  the  secret  of.  secdnd  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  ful 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS. — Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty -six  illustrations.  By*  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. — Containing  a  con 
Plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Han 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderso* 
Illustrated, 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  then 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published 
.  No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  ful 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en 
gineer ;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive ;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. — Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  JEolian  Harp,  Xvlo* 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief 'de 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  oi 
modern  times.  Profusely  Illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Roval  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN. — Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides,  HandsomeN 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS. — Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  young  and  old 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  a'l  subjects . 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  little 
book,  telling  you  bow  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and.  in  fact,  everybody  and  any 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  evens'  young 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book.  f 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTL1 .—Co© 
taining  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with  specimen  .v*u*r* 


THE  STAGE. 

No.  «-  T'UJS  BOVS  OP  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
BtX  K.  Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
most  tamous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  i2.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
4Cop;--inmg  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
ane  Irish.  Also  end  men  s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse- 

•  meat  and  amateur  shows. 

ilnTn\v?nnBi?Y«  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  15UUK.  Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
ooy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing.^  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

.  ^ ^  LDOON  S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 

joke  books  ever  published,  aud  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOT\  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Sian.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

\  No.  St).  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat- 
V  est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

,  HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

cooks* 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  apything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

,  ELECTRICAL. 

»  No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
i  lustrations. 

‘  No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing, a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson.  i 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST— By  Harry 

*  Keonedv.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 

-  greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

■H  No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
|  for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  anv  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES— A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

%  No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings.  ,  ,  , 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS— A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage,  Casino,  Forty- Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No  13  HOW  TO  DO  IT ;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE. — It 
is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 

*11  about  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

HOW  to  BEHAVE.— Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 

t  -^f  zood*  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap- 
* Jfp&irinz  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
to  the  drawing-room. 

;  declamation. 

Vo  27  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 
— Containing  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
eb  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 


No.  31.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  aud  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  are* 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of1 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is* 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy, 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,, parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene 

No.  ’  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also^  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  This 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  .all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups^  essences,  etc„  etc. 

No.  84.  -HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR. — Containing  full 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  containing 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com¬ 
position  of ‘manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  Prince 

HlN?.d38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
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